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Oh poor Atlas 
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Title: What the water gave me by Florence + The machine 


September 19. 


Once again, he had a date with the toilet bowl. His hands clutched the porcelain tighter while he emptied the 
contents of his stomach; the tears welled up in his eyes as he heaved, feeling the bile rise in his throat, red 


hair sticking to his sweaty forehead. 


Axl had been sick for the past few weeks, bouts of nausea at the slightest smell of certain foods and even the 
smoke from the cigarettes, long gone were his precious vice. But he was too afraid to confront the problem 
and visit the doctor instead, he blamed it on the hectic schedule, stress and pray to whatever deity under the 


sun that the sickness would pass. 


It didn't. There were bruises on his knees from every time he collapsed on the floor, and he was fucking 
exhausted. He felt a calming hand on his back, Duff; he didn't hear the door open, the bassist rubbed circles on 
the redhead's back. Holding a water bottle, Axl rested his forehead in the cold toilet seat and flush it with his 
eyes closed. The blond pushed the bottle in his hands and doesn't leave until it was half empty. 


"You should go to the doctor, man this shit isn't normal" Duff crossed his arms, concern written on those big 


brown eyes. 
"Yeah man, I'll take care of it," Axl muttered, running a hand through his hair, red strands falling in his eyes. 


"You said that last time, Ax it's been weeks, what if you're." Duff didn't finish the sentence but Axl didn’t need 
to hear it, he knew what the blond meant. 


Dying 


He wasn't ready to die; it wasn't something that terrified him. Everyone dies at their own speed, but Axl felt 
that there were things still left to do; hell, he wasn't even 30. Too damn young, he tried to smile and reassure 


Duff that he was alright, but the blond acted like a concerned mother; someone in this band had to be. 


"Let's go back to rehearsal, then I'll deal with whatever's going on with me," the bassist looked satisfied with 
his answer, even though there was hesitation in his eyes, Axl's grateful that he didn't press him with his 
worry, God knows he couldn't handle it. 


Both men exited the bathroom and went back to the studio. Slash was strumming his guitar, a cigarette 
dangling from those full lips. When Axl entered the room, he scrunched his nose and tried to ignore the rolling 
in his stomach and the new wave of nausea that invaded him. The curly-haired guitarist put the offending 
cigarette out in the ashtray, rolling his eyes behind the mass of curls covering half of his face. 


"Not only is the Ayatollah late, now | can't have a smoke without the princess getting sick," the brunet scoffed, 
annoyed, and fixed the strap of his guitar. Matt chuckled from his place behind the drum kit. 


"Shut it, asshole, or next time I'll barf on your face," Axl grabbed the mic stand and tried to stay focused, but 
his mind drifted to a particularly dark-haired rhythm guitarist with stormy eyes and a calm demeanor. He 


hadn't seen him since the concert in August at Wembley Stadium. 


After his newfound sobriety, Izzy wanted out, and no matter how much Axl cried, begged, and tried to bribe 
him with money, there was no way to keep his friend in, and they had yet to inform about his departure from 
the band. 


He felt betrayed. After all those years and the shit, they went through. The secret kisses in Izzy's dark 
childhood room after his stepfather beat the shit out of him, where the only witnesses were the posters on 
the walls. And the way their bodies fitted perfectly together in those hotel rooms of nameless cities during 
this stupor of drunken nights and drug-fueled sex. 


Their encounter was bittersweet, Axl couldn't sleep, and he didn't want to attend the afterparty in Duff's room 
or go to the biker bar. Instead, his feet betrayed him. The singer was walking directly to Izzy's room, and 


before his brain could process the big mistake it was about to make. 


Izzy opened the door in all of his flower child glory, a bandana resting on his forehead, a cigarette perched on 
his lips, and a flowy black shirt unbuttoned. Axl didn't let him talk before his lips were on the brunet, kissing 
him like no other time before, recalling those nights spent in stranger's couches, touching each other's bodies, 


and tasting their skin. 


The brunet didn't protest and let the redhead explore his mouth. Axl felt drunk and content; the rush of lust 
guiding every move. Their heated kiss ended with Izzy on top of him, soft moans that escaped from that 
beautiful pink mouth, and the distinctive sound of skin slapping against skin Axl left in the middle of the night, 
quiet as a mouse without disturbing his best friend, and went back to his room. 


With Izzy gone, Axl tried to forget their encounter to no avail. He knew where to find him, but he didn't want 
to face him. Fortunately, the work consumed him, the responsibility of the band was on his shoulders. They 
had to find a worthy replacement and resolve a bunch of legal problems that arose. That served him to keep 
his thoughts away from his former best friend. 


After rehearsal, he went back home and reluctantly called his doctor to schedule an appointment. If he was 


indeed dying, he better hurry before he didn't have enough time. 


Axl didn't understand the concept of appointments. The secretary informed him to arrive I5 minutes earlier, 20 
minutes passed since his arrival, and he was still in the waiting room. The nurse at the front desk hummed to 
whatever song on the radio, and the redhead glowered at her, fidgeting with his thumbs, before admitting 
defeat and grabbing one of the old magazines from the coffee table. He flipped through the pages, bored and 


irritated when the nurse called his name. 


"Mr. Bailey? Doctor Taylor is ready to see you, follow me," she chimed with a cheery voice, and Axl tried to 
fake a smile and nodded his head, walking behind her to the office. 


He didn't hate doctors, but sometimes the impersonal and sterile ambiance of the office unnerved him and 
made his skin crawl. His tennis squeaked with the polished tiles on the floor. Dr. Taylor smiled at him, urging 


him to take a seat in front of his desk. 


"What brings you here today, Mr. Rose? It's a rare occurrence to see you," He informed, folding his arms and 


resting them on the desk, his bushy mustache covering his top lip. 


| have some symptoms for the last couple of weeks, maybe its the flu or something like that, nausea, 
heartburn, fatigue, and some food aversions," Axl watched the eyebrows of the older man disappear behind his 


brown fringe and scribbled down on the open notepad. 


"Hmm, | assume that you've been under a lot of stress, but | have to run some tests," Dr. Taylor cleared his 


throat and swallowed, "Now, let me ask you a question, Are you taking your birth control? Maybe it's time to 


try a different brand." 


Shit, thought Axl, bringing a hand to his mouth, it was no secret to his bandmates and close friends he was a 
Carrier, someone born with a recessive gene that made him have both sets of organs. Sometimes he tried so 
hard to forget his predicament by fucking some girl or a stripper. To disregard the immense disappointment he 
was to his entire family. Memories of that night with Izzy resurfaced, and suddenly the room felt smaller, and 
his clothes were too tight on his thin frame. 


‘Lm on birth control" stammered the singer, but lzzy remained silent and continued to np at his earlobe, trusting 


in the words of the redhead and the brunet didn’t exactly encourage the use of protection just to be extra safe. 


"| don't like where this is going," said Axl and played with the hem of his oversized shirt "Are you 
suggesting..?" 


Axl couldn't say iT aloud. He thought that maybe it was some sort of deadly disease, maybe even cancer 


anything but that 


"lll need a urine and blood sample, only then we can confirm it, but the signs are there," Taylor played with 
the pen between his fingers. 


With that said, the doctor exited the office, leaving Axl alone with his thoughts. He didn't want to say the 
word, let alone think about it, saying it out loud would make the whole situation more real, and right now he 


couldn't deal with it; a nurse came and gave him a small plastic cup, then she guided him to the bathroom. 


Some agonizing hours later and a band-aid in his arm, they called him back to the office; his heart was 
thumping and could hear it in his ears, threatened to shoot out of his chest. He felt his breakfast come up 
through his throat, and puked in the trashcan outside the office; before going inside, his hands were clammy, 
and tried to wipe them in his jeans. The stare from the older man was too intense to bear as he took a sit in 


the chair, feeling overexposed. 


"Have you been sexually active in the past few weeks?" Dr. Taylor tapped his pen on the desk. Axl nodded; he 


has been having sex, but he was doing the fucking. Four weeks ago, he had the encounter with Izzy. 


"Do you want me to read the results, or should we leave it like that?" Taylor continued and clutched the 
papers in his hands, "I think you know what's happening.’ 


The redhead shook his head and swallowed audibly, closing his eyes, the tears threatened to spill from green 


eyes; he blamed the hormones indirectly. 


“Axl..you need to make a decision, so | can refer you to a gynecologist or terminate it" The redhead cringed at 
the words, he couldn't end it, not after what happened with Erin. 


"Ok, I'll call you as soon as | decide," Axl stuttered, sniffing and accepting the results from the doctor. Like a 


poor joke, the older man gave him a couple of condoms and sent him home. 

In the privacy of his car, Axl gripped the steering wheel tightly until his knuckles turned white, he let the 
tears run along his cheeks. The reality of his situation hit him like a bucket of ice-cold water, the weight of it 
accumulating in his back like Atlas. 

He's pregnant. 


Four weeks to be exact. 


And there was no doubt that it was Izzy's, his former best friend, who he didn't talk to anymore, fuck 


It would be so fine to see your face at my door 
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Title: So far away- Carole King 


Nobody knew anything about Axl in two days, they had to cancel another rehearsal, and the singer ignored 
their calls. Everyone was familiar with the redhead's sudden mood swings and outbursts, and the flags in 
Duff's mind suggested this time it was different. His anxiety wasn't helping, creating all kinds of fatal scenarios 
for the sudden disappearance of the older man. 


He could've overdosed on valium again, choke on his own vomit, or worse, the blond shook his head and tried to 
keep calm, that's why he found himself in front of Axl's house, his knuckles grazed the wooden door and waited 


for any response. 


Duff couldn't hear anything. Normally, the shorter man always had loud music playing in the background, it 
often caused problems with his neighbors, or sometimes you could hear him playing the piano in the living 


room. 


But behind the front door, everything was oddly quiet, causing the anxiety to rise, that familiar tightness in his 
chest and the uneven breathing; calling the cops sounded like a good idea but, the singer opened the door, and 
the blond released a breath he was holding. 


Axl was wearing sweatpants and an overly large hoodie; his hair was unwashed, oily strawberry blonde strands 
resting in his shoulders, and the bags underneath his eyes were prominent. Duff was just glad to find him alive 
although, he didn't look alright; the shorter man didn't slam the door in his face, so the bassist took that as a 
good sign. 


He didn't want to be alone. 


"What's going on?" asked Duff softly, not trying to scare him. The redhead stepped aside and let his friend in, 
climbing the stairs sluggishly to his room, the blond following him close, "Ax, talk to me." 


He didn't respond. Instead, the older man reached to a yellow folder in his nightstand and tossed it in the 
bassist's awaiting hands. The singer sat at the edge of the bed, chewing on his bottom lip nervously. 


Duff read the results, there in bold letters was the diagnosis, his bandmate, his bro, his friend, the guy he 
shared girls, clothes and at some point drugs, was having a baby, the blonde's eyes soften, and he put a hand 


on his chest, letting out a nervous laugh. 


"Ax, oh my god, a-a-and what are you planning to do," Duff took a seat beside Axl in the bed, putting a hand 
on his shoulders. His eyes were red, and in no time, the tears were running from his cheeks. The taller man 


gathers him in his arms, pulling him into a tight hug. 


"| don't know yet. | want to keep it, but look at me, Duff, and my fucked-up life. What kind of future could | 
give this child? | didn't exactly have a good role model. | could turn into my deadbeat dad or my asshole of a 
stepdad, maybe it's for the better if | gave them up for adoption," Axl rested his head on the crook of Duff's 


neck, sniffling, leaving a trail of snot and tears in the bassist's shirt. 


"Are you kidding me? You're so good with kids, better than any of us, and this kid it's going to be so lucky Axl 


Rose it's gonna be their dad. How cool is that? I'm gonna be a hell of a good uncle," Duff smiled. 


Suddenly, the future didn’t look so bad anymore; he felt excited for the first time since he left the doctor's 


office. Images of a little girl with red hair and stormy brown eyes invaded his mind. 


How could he already be so attached to a little clump of cells? He didn't know, but this was his chance of 
having his own family, with or without Izzy, he would do it. He wouldn't feel alone anymore. It was another 


reason to keep living. 


Duff guides him to the bathroom, leaving him alone to take a shower; this moping around and feeling bad for 
himself needed to end. Meanwhile, the blond went to buy groceries. 


"You can't live on twinkies and cereal, man a proper meal is in order" beamed Duff, grabbing his car keys, "And no 


buts." 


Once he got out of the shower, Duff was preparing chicken noodle soup from scratch in the kitchen. He didn't 
expect this kind of support from his bandmate, probably didn't deserve it, in the last months, Axl wasn't 
exactly friendly with any of them, lashing out at everyone and picking fights with them since Izzy left the 


band. An apology was in order. 
When he arrived at the kitchen and took a whiff from the soup, a wave of nausea surged, and he bolted 
towards the bathroom, emptying his stomach; Duff was at his side, pulling his hair out of his face, when he 


was done, the taller man took a seat in the closed toilet seat while Axl took his toothbrush. 


The only question still lingering in the air was the identity of the other parent, and Axl knew that Duff was 


curious. 
"You can ask, l'm sure you know who the other father of my child is," Axl shrugged and brushed his teeth. 


"Are you sure you want to tell me?" Duff mumbled, running a hand through golden locks. 


"IFs Izzy's," deadpanned Axl. Duff knew that they've been in some weird relationship before they've arrived at 
L A; he could see it in the way their eyes lingered on each other, the jealousy when one of them spent the 
night with a stripper or groupie or how they would kiss when they thought no one was looking. 


"You're going to tell him?" Duff's voice was little, almost a whisper. 


"I still don't know, maybe after the baby is born | can raise it on my own, and | don't need his charity or pity," 
Axl braced himself, unable to meet Duff's gaze. 


"You can't keep this shit from him; it's also his." Duff closed his mouth, stopping the flow of words before Axl 
exploded at the mere mention of telling Izzy the news. He pushed a strand of blond hair aside. 


"Yeah, | know, but do you see him here? He left the band, McKagan, he left me!" shouted Axl, losing his 


composure, red hair falling limp on his face. 


He left us, corrected his mind, tears falling through those perfect and smooth cheeks. He cried enough for a 
lifetime he didn't need this right now; Duff could see the heartbreak in those greenish-blue eyes. 


"Does ‘Uncle Duffy' sounds good?" asked the blond with a soft smile, changing the subject, trying to lighten up 
the mood. Axl threw a towel at him and chuckled. 


The rest of the evening passed like a haze; the redhead could only eat saltine crackers and ginger ale. Duff left 
later after making sure he was alright; before he was gone, Axl told him to keep the news secret. He will tell 


the rest of the band when he was ready. 


Alone in the big and empty house, Axl picked up the phone and dialed a familiar number, the same he 
memorized after so many years. His hands were shaking while he waited for someone to answer. 


"Hello?" said that voice, the same one that used to whisper sweet nothings and all kinds of dirty things in his 
ear; the singer felt his heart pound in the confines of his chest, holding his breath. He couldn't speak; 
something trapped the words in his throat "Who is this?" 


Axl hung up and stormed upstairs to his room, collapsing in the bed, wrapping the comforter around himself, 


and closing his eyes tightly. 
He could do this. 
He could do this 


With or without him, he would do it, and no one could change his mind. 


October came and went; Axl was grateful for the slight chill in the weather, another excuse to keep wearing 
large hoodies and oversized t-shirts. Nausea subsided, and with the weeks came an assortment of new 
symptoms and changes. By November, he lost all muscle definition he achieved over the years. And, no, Slash, 


I'm not fat, you're fat; leave me alone. 


The small bump was barely noticeable through the baggy clothes, only visible if you stared long enough. But it 
was there; he found it difficult to believe that he was sharing his body with an entirely new being. The 
thought that maybe the doctors were wrong crossed his mind, but with the appearance of the bump, all 
lingering doubt disappeared. 


He hadn't tried to contact Izzy since that evening in that moment of weakness, Duff and the rest of the band 
didn't press him to search the rhythm guitarist, and they respected his decision, it was his kid; he was 


carrying them for nine months. 


Everything was going smooth, their producers agreed and let him take a break for the rest of his pregnancy, 
and two months after the delivery, Axl just wanted to retire to the safety of his house and never leave. All 


that calm was very suspicious. 


They were at a reunion, in the house of who knows who. Slash dragged him with the pretense that it was a 
farewell party before he had to change diapers for the rest of his life; Axl didn't know why he was there at 


all, his mood was all over the place, and everything irritated him. 


The boys were already drunk, and the singer retreated to a couch where he sipped from his can of soda when 


the curly-haired guitarist approached him, and because he was a loud drunk, he couldn't keep his voice down. 


"Hey Ax, Is it true that you can't have sex now that you're pregnant?" Slurred Slash swinging his arm around 
his shoulders, Axl felt his jaw drop to the floor. He blinked twice. Everything was silent around him except for 


a couple of whispers. 


Axl glared at the curly-haired man. If looks could kill, Slash would be dead in no time; he stormed out of the 
house, avoiding the stares from the guests and shoving his hands in the pockets of the hoodie to retrieve the 
car keys. Duff was following him, calling for him, but the redhead ignored him; he was too angry at everyone 


and the world; he went back home, sulking in the privacy of his room. 


The next day Duff called him and reassured the singer that no one would say anything, that he was safe, he 
shouldn't worry too much about in condition. Axl wished he could believe the blond, but the media was like a 
predator, always searching for his new victim, and he was the perfect target, Duff's words calm him a little. 
Maybe he was acting too paranoid. 


He was wrong; all hell broke loose, the media was relentless, gossip magazines, newspapers, and T. V shows 
talked about it, speculating about his condition. Soon enough, his phone was ringing nonstop, and Slash was 
avoiding him like the plaque. Maybe he caught the singer in a good mood, but he wasn't mad at the guitarist; 
he directed all his anger at the asshole that contacted the media. 


The prospect of leaving the house was out of the table, let the media speculate and talk shit; he was not 
giving any statement, so he resigned to spend the rest of his pregnancy in the privacy of his home, until the 
evening that Duff came. 


"Ax, man, I'm sorry," said the blond with an apologetic smile and a guilty expression, "He kept calling me 


because you wouldn't answer the phone." 


"What are you talking about? What did you do?" Axl ran a hand over his face, exasperated, feeling a surge of 
annoyance. The bassist stepped aside, and behind him, there was a man with slightly tanned skin, a black 
paperboy cap, sunglasses that covered his eyes, but the only thing that the singer could register in his mind 
was the dreads. 


It took him a minute to recognize the man in front of him. Izzy stood in front of the house, hands inside the 
pockets of his jacket. Axl didn't know if he was looking at him with those glasses or if he was avoiding his gaze. 
Duff cleared his throat audibly, catching the attention of both men. 


"Can we come in? | think both of you need to talk," remarked Duff nervously, fidgeting with the necklace he 


was wearing. 


"What the fuck is he doing here?" demanded Axl, baring his teeth and crossing his arms defensively around 
himself. 


‘Its good to see you too, mama," finally said Izzy, bringing the attention back to himself. Axl ignored the way 
his heart beating faster at the sound of that voice and how his knees turned to jelly. 


Tell me its ok Hf | ask you to stay. 
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It bothered him, his presence at the couch of the living room as if he belonged there, gawking around the 
house like a hawk, Duff guided Axl to the kitchen where he poured a glass of water for the ginger and tried to 


calm him down, rubbing his arm. 


‘lm really sorry, Ax, he kept calling me and | panicked, didn't know what to do," Duff pursed his lips and Axl's 
jaw tightened. 


"Don't worry, eventually he was going to find out, so let's get this over with," the singer finished the glass and 
put it on the counter with shaky hands. 


Izzy took the sunglasses off, and Axl watched him thoroughly, basking in the familiar face of his friend. He 
looked ridiculous with those dreads, goddamn hippie, the redhead thought, and a corner of his mouth turned up. 


Axl took in the sight of Izzy's ethereal beauty, imagining all kinds of things he could do to that body. He 
wouldn't ride that train of thought yet, saving the memory for later when he was alone. Damn the traitorous 


hormones and his ridiculous sex drive. 


"You look good, Ax," acknowledged Izzy, and he meant it, the singer looked tired but overall healthy, his hair was 
thicker and shinier, the little red stubble in his jaw was attractive and had more color on his cheeks, Axl just 


rolled his eyes in annoyance. 


"Would you like something to drink? No alcohol though, I'm not allowed anymore," Axl asked, resting his hands 
on his hips. 


| don't drink anymore, you know it," uttered the guitarist and cleared his throat, "So, the rumors are true." 


Izzy's voice was flat, holding no malice. He was genuinely asking; the media was saying all kinds of shit, but the 
guitarist needed to hear the confirmation from Axl himself. 


Since Izzy listened to the rumors on T. V, the guitarist couldn't shake the nervousness that settled deep in the 
back of his mind and threatened to eat at his insides, maybe Axl had moved on and was having some else's 


child, but his thoughts couldn't help but think that the child was his. 


"Yes, it's true, and I'm very sorry you had to find out this way, Isbell," Axl crossed his arms, looking at the 


brunet defi antly. 


"Is it mine?" Izzy murmured, afraid of knowing the answer, of hearing that Axl had moved on; he looked at the 
singer with pleading eyes. It scared the brunet. His brown eyes speaking for him in an array of different 


emotions when the words failed him. 


Having a kid with Axl when their friendship was too broken wouldn't fix anything. It terrified him; he was stil 
figuring his life out and what he wanted to do in the future. Nothing good would come up from this. He doesn't 
want to repeat the same pattern their parents did. Couldn't be the father Axl expected him to be, not right 
now when he was still fighting with his demons. 


Axl licked his lips, taking a seat in the love seat next to Izzy. His leg started jittering. The nervousness was 
eating at his insides; the blond retreated to the kitchen. They needed to sort themselves out without him; he 
stayed in case that the redhead needed him. 


"I'm not a whore, | don't go around spreading my legs to some asshole," the smaller man looked offended, 
furrowing his brows. 


"Sorry," Izzy raised his hands in a surrendering gesture and reached in the pocket of his leather jacket to pull 
out a cigarette. The redhead grabbed it before Izzy could light it, tossing it on the coffee table, "You lied to 


me. 


Izzy mumbled the words, and the ginger didn't know if he was supposed to hear that or not. Either way, the 
guitarist looked distressed; he clenched his jaw, and his pupils flared, Axl could see the anger in those beautiful 
eyes that once held something akin to love. 


Great, the mere thought he was pregnant probably disgusted the brunet. Maybe the brunet saw him as a 
freak of nature, an abomination, just like his stepdad. He didn't care what the people said about his body; he 
couldn't stand the thought of Izzy finding him repulsive. 


"Was that your plan the entire time? That night when you came to my hotel room to get pregnant and try to 
tie me down?" Izzy raised his voice almost to a gruff, and the singer flinched at the sudden charge, fear 


crossing in his features. 


Duff was immediately by Axl's side and felt a pang of guilt. He's the one that brought Izzy, thinking that his 
friend wanted to be involved and willing to patch the burnt bridge now that Axl was pregnant with his kid. 


"You think this is my fault? You need two to tango, Isbell, and last time | checked, you don't get pregnant on 
your own," Axl snarled and raised to his feet, looking defiantly at the guitarist, fire in those green orbs, Duff 
got in between them and raised his hands. 


"Ok, everyone relax, there's no need to fight," the blond was grateful for staying. He didn't know how this would 
end; Axl sighed, feeling exhausted. His eyelids drooped, and he winced, 


"Look, Izzy. I've decided it, I'm keeping this baby, and if you don't want to be part of their life, | won't force 
you, | understand, I'm capable of taking care of them, we won't be a bother, don't make me change my mind. 
Please, Jeff," Axl's voice was brittle, sadness clouding his features. He was at the edge of breaking down. Stupid 


hormones were betraying him. 


The ginger put a trembling hand over his protruding belly, Izzy's heart flutter. That was also his kid inside Axl. 
The brunet rubbed the bridge of his nose and scratched the nape of his neck 


"What? No, Axl, t's your body, and you call the shots; | can't tell you what to do, but. I'm not ready, not yet, 
this is so sudden, and there are things | want to do. | still don't know how | feel about you. I'm sorry, Bill” 


Izzy couldn't bear to look at those green eyes filled with tears. He understood Axl had it worse; the press was 
butchering him, plus he had to carry with the evidence of what they did. Raising a child was not a simple job. 
Once the ninth months passed, the actual test would begin 


‘Izzy... Duff opened his mouth, but the words died at his throat. He closed his mouth and pursed his lips. 


| understand completely, and | can't force you to do something you don't want to, but | won't stop you from 


seeing your child," Axl sobbed and hugged himself tightly. 


Izzy and Duff left. The blond apologized to Axl profusely and hugged him, promising to call soon The singer felt 


relieved; he wasn't surprised nor disappointed, he expected that response from the brunet. 


Old insecurities resurfaced, negative thoughts that were long gone but came back with a force he couldn't 


stop. 


December 1941. 


Axl couldn't zip his pants without the aid of a hair tie, and if he cried a little at the loss of his jeans and 
throw a tantrum, no one noticed since he was alone in the house. He didn’t look chubby anymore, and he looked 
positively pregnant. His lb weeks appointment was nearing, and he was nervous, not sure of what scared him 


the most, raising a child or finally knowing the gender of his baby. 


He hadn't bought anything for the baby. The guest room needed to refurbish and turned into what was going 
to be the nursery, and Duff offered to help. He felt guilty; the bassist was doing a lot for him, and it wasn't 
his responsibility. The one that should be here didn't want to be involved or even talk to him. 


The doorbell rang, and Axl got up. Probably it was Duff; he promised to pick him up and take him to his 
appointment. The blond acted like an excited puppy, and his behavior was contagious, but behind the door was 
Izzy, who looked startled and jumped when the door opened. The ginger's eyes widened. 


"Where is Duff?" asked the redhead, puzzled, looking to his left, right, and back to his left. This must be a 


cruel joke. 


"Good morning to you too, mama," Izzy crossed his arms, "He couldn't make it and sent me instead; he says 


sorry and told me to call him as soon as we leave the doctor." 


"Stop calling me like that. What are you still doing in L. A? thought you returned to the middle of bumfuck, 
Indiana," Axl snapped and Izzy scoffed. 


Axl knew what he was doing in L. A, Izzy had a new band, writing new songs, new music, and the redhead tried 


really hard to ignore the pang of jealousy that surged. 
"You're going to let me in?" Izzy gestured towards the house; it was too early to bicker with the ginger. 


"Listen, I'm not exactly thrilled that you're here, also I'm pregnant, not invalid, and | can drive myself to the 


doctor," Axl exhaled and looked into the brunet's eyes. 


"But you don't want to be alone," the brunet stuffed his hands in the pockets of the leather jacket and looked 
at the singer, observing him. They were strangers now, but he knew that old habits die hard. 


‘Its early, appointments at Il, have you eaten yet?" Axl stepped aside, admitting defeat, and went back to the 
kitchen, didn't care if Izzy was behind him or not. 


"You're slipping into mom mode already," chuckled Izzy leaning on the kitchen counter, Axl flipped him off and 


turned his back to focus on the stove and what he was cooking, "I'll have a coffee" 


The ginger reached for a cup from one cupboard, filling it with the scorching dark liquid and giving it to the 


guitarist. He wondered if Izzy still took his coffee with no sugar and two creams. 
He does. 


And Axl smiled, grateful that something never changes, that he still knows Izzy like that even though they 


weren't exactly friends or lovers anymore. 


Axl poured his oatmeal into a bowl and took a seat on the kitchen counter. He was eating fucking oatmeal; he 
didn't eat that shit since he was like five, but recently the taste of that goop sounded so good to him, the 
redhead refused to call it a craving, lzzy didn't judge him and instead sipped on the steaming cup of coffee 


between his hands. 


The drive to the clinic was silent, only the radio and Izzy's occasional humming were the only sound between 
them. Axl leaned his forehead in the window and closed his eyes. He wasn't in the mood for small talk, and the 
seatbelt was digging into the soft skin of his middle, making him uncomfortable. 


When they arrived, Izzy took a seat at the old vinyl chairs and grabbed an outdated magazine of home décor. 
Axl sat far away from him; he couldn't stand another moment of awkward silence; around him, there were 
women and carriers in different stages of pregnancy, and he cringed, fearing the 24 weeks that remained. He 
already felt fat and compared to the others. If was nothing. 


"Mr. Bailey, follow me," a nurse appeared and called for him with a smile. 


The ginger hoped that maybe Izzy would stay in the waiting room, but it was too good to be true; he followed 
Axl through the halls until he arrived at the room; the ginger took a seat, and the guitarist retreated to the 


corner. He couldn't see his expression, and that unnerved him. 


The technician arrived and instructed him to lay down, he uncovered his tummy, feeling embarrassed to be 
exposed like that, Izzy hadn't seen him like that in months, and he was self-conscious of the changes in his 
body. The brunet didn't look at him, giving him a sense of privacy while the technician poured the green gel. 


"Baby's here, and it looks like it's sucking its thumb. Everything looks good," the technician pointed towards the 
screen, Axl noted when Izzy's head perked up and turned to the monitor. He was nervous, biting his nails and 


scratching at his nape. At least it looked human, the brunet thought, and the corner of his mouth quirked up. 


"Can.. can you tell us the gender?" the ginger didn't want to take his eyes off the monitor; he could see their 
little head, its tiny arms, and feet. It was too adorable. 


"Yes, baby's in a great position," the technician repositioned the wand to find a spot, "There it is, well 


congratulations, dads it's a healthy baby boy, and he's not shy at all. 


"Just like his mom," Izzy joked and laughed, an actual pleasant laugh, music to Axl's ears. The ginger could see 
that Izzy's eyes were glistening. Was the brunet crying? Or Axl's eyes were deceiving him? 


"We can listen to his heartbeat if you want" Axl nodded vehemently. The technician pushed some buttons in 
the machine, and they could hear it, the strong swoosh of his baby's heartbeat, steadily pounding, already so 
full of life. The redhead didn't want to cry. Tears were already running through his cheeks; Izzy put a hand 


over his shoulders reassuringly. 
"Would you like some pictures?" asked the technician and turned to look at the pair. 


"Yes" answered the two men at the same time. The technician chuckled and printed two copies of the 


ultrasound. 


They returned to the doctor's office, Taylor was kind enough to refer him to a nice gynecologist, an older 


woman who listens to all his concerns. 

"Oh hi, Axl, and is this must be the other parent?" Sylvia smiled and extended his hand to greet the brunet, a 
flush crept up Axl's face "Well, by the looks of it, this baby's progressing good, he's the size of an avocado, 
believe it or not, keep taking your vitamins and eating healthy, and I'll see you in a couple of weeks" 

Axl looked at the scan. Already loving his baby dearly, he would die for his son; his baby would never feel 
unloved or afraid. That kid was going to be the happiest boy; it was a promise he would fulfill until the day he 
died. Back in the car, he couldn't believe it, Izzy and he made that cute baby. 


"You need new clothes," stated Izzy with a smile, climbing to the pilots seat. 


"I know, smartass, | just don't want to buy clothes l'm gonna outgrow in a couple of weeks, and maternity 


clothes are so ugly, | can't picture myself wearing them. It's comfier to wear sweatpants.” 


After a few more minutes of silence, Izzy cleared his throat, toying with the knob of the radio, without taking 
his sight off the road. 


"Ax." the ginger turned to see him, blinking a few times "I wanted to ask you something, is it possible that 
maybe | could buy him something? You know, dad's first gift” 


That wasn't what he was expecting from the brunet. Axl looked puzzled and stared at him with his brows 
furrowed; he could see it was genuine. He was talking sincerely. The man in front of the redhead became a 
completely different person from what he saw last time. 


"Y-yes, you can, it's also your son, Izzy, I'm not keeping you away from anything.” 


They arrived at the house, and Axl was grateful to get out of the car; the seat belt was annoying. Izzy stood 


at the entrance, avoiding the ginger's gaze, feeling weird and confused. 


“Thanks for letting me tag along; | know | acted like an idiot and have not been supportive, but just wanted to 
let you know that I'm here," Izzy stated, looking at the ground. 


"No worries, Isbell, | should have told you sooner and deal with it like adults, so I'm sorry, also thank you for 


driving me," Axl went to the kitchen and poured himself a glass of juice. 


| should get going, you should call Duff, or he's going to kill us" Izzy turned, ready to leave; he had a lot to 
think about. 


Before Izzy could leave, Axl took him by his wrist, stopping the brunet dead in his tracks. 


"You can ummm.. stay, maybe | could prepare dinner or something." 


"| don't know, Ax" Izzy couldn't look at those eyes; they were his kryptonite. Once he saw those green orbs, he 
knew it was game over. He couldn't resist the ginger, he was weak for him, and he acted like an ass before, no 
power in the universe could make him say no, it was all he could do for the singer "Ok, Billy, | can stay for 


dinner." 

Axl grinned, and Izzy cursed himself mentally. His gaze lingered too much on the redhead's tummy, feeling an 
odd tenderness and a flutter in his heart at the sight of the gentle curve where his son was resting. Izzy felt 
the heat rise to his cheeks, fuck. He had him wrapped around his little finger, the same way it did when they 
meet in the ninth grade and hang out in the train tracks smoking weed, stolen cigarettes, and drinking cheap 
beer. 


He couldn't kid himself anymore. 


He was fucked. 


Axl Rose had him through and through. 


| couldve sworn | saw fireworks 
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When they came back after the ultrasound, Axl called Duff, and the bassist cried over the speaker, demanding 
to see the picture the next time he visited. Izzy went back to Lafayette during the holidays but returned a 


couple of weeks later. 


Izzy and he weren't exactly friends, but after the ultrasound, the brunet was more cooperative, even 
protective of the ginger, spending more time with him, and Axl didn't mind. At least he had the brunet close, 
but it was getting more difficult to hide the feelings that still were there. 


Meanwhile, Axl's toilet-hugging days and nights were probably over, if they don't come back with a vengeance 
later in his third trimester, according to his doctor. He threw away the saltine crackers and immediately went 
grocery shopping, resisting the urge to buy every single thing he laid his eyes upon He could safely say that 
he was enjoying himself, but the heartburn was a persistent little fucker, often chewing on some crushed ice 


to calm the fire in his stomach. 


One evening Axl found the guitarist at the entrance of his house, waiting for him after a late run to the 


convenience store. 


"What are you doing here?" Axl balanced the bags in his right arm. While he fished the key from his jacket, 
Izzy grabbed the plastic bags before he could drop anything. 


"Were you driving alone? Isn't that dangerous or something?" Izzy stuttered; concern written in his eyes. 


"Pregnant not invalid, remember? Also, | can still fit in front of the wheel," Axl took the bags from Izzy's arms 


and unpacked the groceries. 
"Be more careful, Ax, if anything were to happen to you... think about Benjamin" 
"Benjamin?" the ginger teased, cocking an eyebrow. 


"Did | say that out loud? Fuck, let's get it over it and tell me how much you hate the name," the guitarist 


whines and hides his face in his hands, so Axl couldn't see his pink cheeks. 


"Language, Jeffrey, he can hear you now, and that name doesn't sound that bad, you can put it in the list, it's 
on the fridge," the redhead grabbed a bag of chips and settled on the couch, "Slash is not allowed to put 


names anymore." 


Izzy laughed, of course, the curly-haired guitarist would come up with some ridiculous names just to anger 
the singer. 


"I bring you a late Christmas gift," Izzy scratched his nape and reached for the duffle bag; the taller man sat 


next to the singer and produced a pair of jeans from his bag. 
| made them myself. They have an elastic band so it can support your tummy and they are pretty spacious." 


"Wow, aren't you a charmer, Jeffrey. Are you implying that I'm fat?" Axl loved to tease the brunet, to make 
his skin crawl. 


"You're not fat, don't be a drama queen, and be grateful for once in your life," Izzy giggled and snatched some 
chips from the singer, "I also got Bean a gift." 


"He's not a little bean anymore, getting damn big every day. My back is killing me; your son is making you soft, 
Isbell. Where is that rockstar who used to sell drugs and act all cool and tough?" Axl chuckled and watched his 
friend with fondness. 


"l'm a changed man, Billy, and hey I'm still cool," Izzy gestured towards himself and the ginger rolled his eyes. 
"Oh yeah, especially with those dreads," Axl propped his feet on the coffee table and reached for the remote. 


"You don't like them?" the brunet twirl one of his dreads with his pointer finger, his eyes widened, looking like a 
kicked puppy. 


"They suit you just fine," he had to admit it, Izzy looked good, he was tan and had a little bit of muscle, he was 
not that skinny anymore. The brunet beamed at him, blushing a little, that was as close as a compliment that 
he could get from the ginger. 


"Right, Bean's gift," once more, he reached for the bag and presented Axl with a teddy bear. It was light 
brown, had a red bow around his neck, and his fur looked a little bit worn like someone cuddled him a bit too 


much, he wasn't sure, but Axl swore he had seen that same bear before in Izzy's room back in Lafayette, he 


didn't mention it. 


"Once the nursery is over, l'm putting him in his crib," Axl hugged the bear, it was the first gift from his dad, 
hell even Axl hadn't bought anything for him. Duff sent some cute onesies but nothing from Axl. 


"You're a liar, Ax," Izzy went to the kitchen and took a soda from the fridge, taking a glimpse at the list of 
possible names. 


"We both know that room is still untouched, so here's the plan, I'm bringing some color swatches, you pick the 
color and then sit here looking pretty as always while | took care of the nursery.’ 


Axl was sure that his brain suffered a short circuit. He blinked a few times, going through the conversation in 
his head; perhaps he didn't listen correctly, didn't expect Izzy to lend a hand at all. Duff was still on board with 
helping him, the brunet's behavior never ceased to amaze him, and something told him that this was just the 


beginning. 


"| don't want you to inhale toxic fumes from the paint. Well, better get going, need to check in a hotel and you 
must be tired," Izzy sipped his soda and grabbed the duffle bag, swinging it in his shoulder. 


"Hey, Izz, maybe you can stay, the house is pretty big, choose any of the spare rooms, it's cheaper and 
comfier than any hotel room," Axl scratched the nape of his neck and looked at the ground. 


"Are you sure? | have no problem in staying at a hotel or with Duff or Slash, don't worry," the taller man ran 


a hand through his hair. 


"Oh c'mon, Izzy, its just a room it's not like I'm asking you to marry me," Axl wiggled his eyebrows salaciously 
and watched the lovely blush appeared on the brunet's cheeks. 


"Fine, I'll stay but, at what time do you start serving breakfast?" The singer gave him a smack in his arm and 


throw a cushion at him. 


"You're an ass and l'm not your maid or housewife." 


Izzy had been living with the ginger for a month and immediately fell into a weird domestic dynamic. They were 
still learning how to act around each other, building the bridge once again from the ashes of the old one. 
Awkward silences would befall on them on more than one occasion, but they were friendlier than the past four 


years. 


Axl hadn't realized how much he missed his best friend and the little quirks that made him unique. The pensive 
expression when he strummed his guitar, the way Izzy would light up when they ordered Indian food, how he 
liked to be barefoot and walk through the grass in the backyard, walk around the neighborhood when he 
couldn't sleep. One thing he noticed was that the brunet smiled more, something he rarely, and it made him 


feel sad, guilty. 


The brunet would help in the kitchen, clean, and even go to the store at odd hours of the night because they 
didn't have Axl's latest craving. No one knew they were living together until Duff came to visit. 


Duff arrived at Axl's, waiting patiently at the front door. The ginger came out looking nervous; he closed the 


door behind him and gave the blond a forced smile. 
"Are you alright?" Asked the taller man, glancing over Axl's head to see what was he so secretive at all 


"What? Oh yes, everything's dandy here" The singer crossed his arms over his bump and smiled, looking very 


suspicious. 
"Right. Can | come in then?" 

"Nol" interrupted Axl, blocking the door and laughing nervously. 
"Don't you want to stay here, enjoy the weather?" 


"Axl, what the fuck is going on?" demanded the blond, sounding exasperated. Before the redhead could come up 
with an excuse, the door opened, and Izzy poked his head out, Duff was sure that his jaw fell on the floor. 


"Everything good, Ax? Oh hey, Blondie,” spoke the brunet acknowledging Duff's presence, "add to the grocery 
list that fancy shampoo you use, you're almost out and more of that tea, dont worry I'll go later, after 


dinner." 


"Am | missing something here?" Duff gestured towards the guitarist, who was wearing a fluffy white 
bathrobe" Care to share with the class, Ax?" 


"Let's get inside and you," the redhead poked at Izzy in the chest, rolling his eyes, "Get dressed and stop 
scaring Duff" 


Inside, Duff sat on the couch. Axl offered him a can of soda and dropped beside him, a protective hand over 
his belly; he's been feeling that weird bubbling in his stomach, he brushed it aside. The bassist eyed him 
wearily, listening to Izzy singing softly to the radio in the kitchen while he chopped vegetables. This must be an 


alternate reality or something. 
"Are you two umm..dating?" asked the blond softly, licking his lips. 


"No, no, this is like co-parenting, | don't want to be alone, this house is too big, and Izzy was worried about 


Ben-" 
"Ben? Is that the name you're choosing?" Duff chuckled, toying with the rim of the can. 
"Benjamin, but I'm still thinking about it, Izzy suggested it, and | kind of like it," Axl blushed and looked down. Izzy 


came to the living room, already dressed and drying his hands with a rag, giving Axl a cup filled with crushed 


ice and a spoon. 


They were so fucking oblivious and too proud to admit their feelings for each other; he watched the way 
Izzy's hands brushed against Axl's longer than normal. How now Axl took name advice from Izzy and got all shy 


when he was near him. 


Co-parenting my ass, thought the blond, hell he could cut the tension in the room with a fucking knife, he just 
wanted to lock them in a room and not let them out until they finally made out or just shoved them so they 


could kiss, it was adorable, but it was annoying. 


"Hey, giraffe, earth to Duff," the blond shook his head, and Axl waved a hand in front of his face, "I thought | 
lost you there for a minute, as | was saying, maybe you could help us pick a color for the room, I'm thinking a 


light yellow, but here, Mr. Stereotype wants the room blue.” 


“There's nothing wrong with blue; it's just a color, Ax," huffed Izzy took the ginger's legs and deposited them in 
his lap. f Duff looks scandalized, no one said anything. 


After arguing about colors and settling for a pastel yellow, the taller man left for the night. It was too 
domestic to bear it alone, but now he had new material to tease Axl in the future; the redhead was in the 
kitchen washing the dishes. He could hear the T. V in the living room and assumed that the guitarist had fallen 


asleep. 


For the last hour, the bubbling in his stomach was getting annoying, but it wasn't heartburn or nausea; it 
probably was gas. His focus returned to the task at hand. When he felt it again, this time it was different, a 
flutter in his belly, a gentle kick 


"Izzy!" screamed Axl. The brunet was slumped on the couch, parted lips and snoring quietly when he heard the 
yelling; he got up, almost tripping over his feet, and ran to the ginger's side. He was in the kitchen, a hand on 
his tummy and the other one over his mouth. 


"Are you hurt? Early labor?" Izzy asked frantically, eyes scanning the ginger to assess any damage. Axl 
grabbed his wrist and directed him towards his belly. The brunet's hands were warm against his stretched 
skin, where he felt his son kicking. The baby was awake because Izzy could feel the gentle thud against his 
hand. 


"Is that?" Izzy laughed and looked at his singer. Tears welled in his brown eyes, Axl nodded, Izzy cupped the 
back of his head. He didn't know what force possessed him to do it but, he was already leaning and trapping the 
redhead's lips with his own. 


He expected to be shoved away and face Axl's wrath, but the ginger returned the kiss tenderly, locking his 
hands behind Izzy's neck. 


Axl froze in place. His heart couldn't handle any more sorrow; if Izzy was playing with his feelings, he was sure 


that this time it would kill him, so the singer stopped and took some steps back, closing his eyes to stop the 


stupid tears. 


"l-l-'m sorry Ax, | was just excited," Izzy cursed himself mentally when he saw Axl's eyes and could see pain, 


heartbreak. The ginger nodded and swallowed. 


"IFs ok, Ill be in my room if you need me," Axl's voice cracked with the unshed tears, and climbed the stairs, 


closing the door a little too loud, making the whole house shake. 


The singer collapsed on the bed, ignoring how the kiss made his heart flutter and felt stupid butterflies in his 
stomach. He didn't want to return the kiss, but Izzy made things complicated, he was sure that it would ruin 
the peace they achieved, which made him feel hollow and sad. 


Izzy hid his face between his hands and chewed on his bottom lip. Maybe Axl didn't love him like before, but 
the redhead kissed him back, and he couldn't stop the small smile that crept in his lips; it was a glimpse of 
hope that he was going to hold on. 


Later in the night, when the house was dark and silent. Axl got up to use the bathroom. He looked down at his 
belly because someone was sitting on top of his bladder; once he was done, he walked towards Izzy's room, 
grabbing the doorknob hesitantly; his heart was racing against his chest if it ruined their newfound friendship, 
at least he would enjoy it one last time. 


He opened the door; Izzy was sleeping soundly. With his back towards it, Axl could see the silver of skin and, 
without hesitation, climbed in bed with the guitarist. 


"Wha.2" slurred Izzy. He rubbed at his eyes, feeling the bed dip with the singer's added weight. He could see 
the soft, almost feminine features and strong jawline of the redhead, Axl climbed on top of Izzy, almost 


straddling him, his swollen, warm tummy resting against Izzy's flat one. 


The ginger leaned down, catching the guitarist's lips in a searing kiss, his hands clutched Izzy's face, caressing 
his cheeks with his thumbs. Izzy was confused but relieved, like a weight being lifted from his shoulders, he 
held Axl close with strong hands, afraid that if he let go, the ginger would run away, and just like that hot 
august day, he let his friend explore his mouth. 


Izzy reached for the hem of the singer's boxers but was distracted when he felt the dampness in his own 
face. The singer was shaking against him with shuddering breaths. 


"Don't," Axl murmured, his deep voice was breathy, swatting the brunet's hand away, "Just. hold me, lz" 


And the brunet did that, hugging him tightly against his chest, carefully so he wouldn't hurt their kid; Axl fell 
asleep, his breathing even out, and soft snoring escaped from his mouth. Izzy held him and planted a kiss on 


the redhead's temple. He ran a hand through his thick hair, relishing in its softness between his hands. 


"Fuck, Billy, You're driving me crazy. | think- | think I'm in love with you." Izzy was glad that the ginger couldn't 


hear him. He didn't know if he could admit it when the redhead was conscious. 


lzzy felt content with his arms full of the redhead, his hair tickling him under his chin. He rested his cheek 


against Axl's head and let the sleep overcome him. 


Don't know how to keep loving you 


Author's Notes: 

Hey everyonel, glad to be back, well we're almost at the end of this journey, in this chapter there's a little bit 
of angst but don't worry everything will work out for the boys, also this chapter is called "Duff doesn't get 
paid enough for this part l", anyways, enjoy! 

Title: Don't know how to keep loving you- Julia Jacklin 


The next morning, he woke up to an empty bed, feeling that same disappointment from seven months prior. 
Last night seemed like a dream, and it felt like it; the ghost of Axl's lips lingered like a bittersweet memory. He 


put his forearm over his eyes, unable to face the day and the singer. 


The creak of the door startled him, forcing him to open his eyes, and there padding through the soft carpet 
was the ginger, rubbing his eyes, yawning and cradling his bump, the oversized t-shirt he was wearing slide 


down, revealing a pale shoulder. Izzy wanted to kiss it, leave his mark like before. 


He admired the redhead; he looked so good; he was all belly, the rest of his body still slender and soft in all the 
right places, his hips a tad bit wider, his thighs soft, and don't let him start on his ass. It speaks by itself. 


He didn't like it when Izzy said it, but he was glowing, could almost hear his voice saying: its sweat, Stradlin: 
The brunet tried to ignore the surge of arousal he felt while the singer waddled towards the bed. Something 
he did nowadays. It was cute, Axl returned to the bed, arranging the pillows behind his back until he was 


comfortable and looked like ready to sleep again 


"Mornin, mama," Izzy pulled the ginger towards him, earning a whine from the smaller man, he wasn't sure if 
it was for his actions or for the ridiculous nickname that he used, at least he was careful to only use it in 


private. 


"IO more minutes, Isbell, before your son uses me as a personal punching bag," whimpered the redhead; he 
opened his eyes regardless, oh how Izzy missed waking up to this. With his pointer finger, he traced the dust 
of freckles across the bridge of the ginger's nose. 


Axl cuddled closer to the guitarist, hiding his face in Izzy's chest, inhaling his scent, he smelled like cigarettes, 
clean laundry, lavender, and something undeniably like Izzy. The brunet sneaked a hand towards his belly, it was 


warm, his thumb caressing the taut skin underneath him, feeling a kick in response. 


"You're getting big," muttered the guitarist. Axl snaps his eyes open and glowered at the brunet, "It's a good 
thing. It means Ben's healthy." 


"You woke him up," Axl put his hand on top of the brunet's and smiled, Izzy looked at the singer like he hung 
up the sun while he slept, and the redhead's heart soared. 


Izzy sat up and uncovered his belly, resting his ear against the stretched skin, the ginger felt a shiver and ran 
his hand through brown dreads. In the confines of the room on the big house, Axl could pretend that only the 

two of them were alone in the world like time didn't exist. He just wanted to focus on the calloused hands and 

soft brown eyes of the guitarist. 


"What are we doing, Izzy? This got us in this situation,’ Axl twirled one of his dreads between his thumb and 


forefinger. 


"| don't want to be anything like my dad, Billy," Izzy looked at the redhead, his eyes sparkled with fondness and 
fire that the guitarist hadn't seen before, "| want to be there for him, let me have a chance at being in Ben's 
life." 


Izzy looked down and splayed his hand over his belly. He had faint stretch marks on the underside, his 
bellybutton still flat, he felt Ben squirming inside feeling the hard outline of a limb, Axl's tummy became 
slightly lopsided with the way his son repositioned. 


"What's this?" asked Izzy, poking at it with curiosity, Axl's fingers slide to the area in question, pressing 
slightly. 


"That's a shoulder," the redhead guided Izzy's hand to the center of his belly, "His little ass here, and his foot 
is on my ribs, getting a little hard to breathe." 


'Izz.. then why did you leave?" pleaded Axl, after a few minutes of anger rising, clenching his fist. 


"Axl," Izzy's voice was brittle, cautious, scrunching up his face and pinching the bridge of his nose, "This is 


different.” 


Izzy had to pick up his words carefully. He didn't want to enrage the redhead, not when his moods were 
everywhere. One time he had to witness a fit of laughter turn into full-on sobs because of a movie on the T. 
V. But, this was uncharted territory. They had not spoken yet about the elephant in the room: his departure 
from the band. 


"How is it different? You were so convinced in leaving us a couple of months ago," Axl rolled up from the bed, 
away from him, kicking the comforter and losing his balance with his new center of gravity, Izzy was 


immediately by his side, but the ginger shoved him 


"You left us, Izzy, and if it wasn't for this baby, you wouldn't turn around and be here," Axl's nostrils flared, 
his fist clenched tightly on each side. 


"I think this is not the right time to be talkin’ about this, think about your blood pressure," Izzy extended his 


hand, trying to calm the singer as if it were a wounded fox, no sudden movements so he wouldn't run away. 


"Then tell me, Jeffrey, when is the right time?" the singer took a step back, putting as much distance as he 


could manage between Izzy and himself. 
"Why do you have to make things so complicated?" Izzy complained and put his hands on his hips. 


| make things complicated? Fuck you, Jeffrey. The band was our first project, we poured everything into that 
band, and you left; Are you going to leave Ben when it's no longer fun? Pretend to love me for a while until 
you found someone better?" Axl yelled, his face flushed with anger, and before Izzy could stop him, the singer 


hit the mirror of the vanity. The sudden noise startled the guitarist, watching the blood run down Axl's 


knuckles. 


Izzy flinched and nodded. He walked past the redhead, grabbing his clothes, and got dressed; the brunet needed 
to get out and not fight with Axl. His heart was already aching, but Izzy couldn't leave the singer bleeding like 
that. It wasn't the first time he took his anger out on the furniture, and probably that mirror has run its 


course and finally completed its purpose. 


"Go on, Jeffrey, run away like you always do," sneered the singer behind his back, clenching his fist making 
more blood dribble down. 


In other times, Izzy would fight with him to the point of ending in a fistfight and some bloody noses, but he 
couldn't do it anymore; he wasn't the same man from seven years ago, he would never hit the father of his 


child. 


It hurt how much he knew Axl; the redhead knew which buttons to press to piss him off and that sometimes 

made him so hard to love; the singer was just a little boy who wanted to love and be loved in return and, Izzy 
just wanted to hug, kiss him and reassure him he wasn't going anywhere, to stop the heartache. But if he does 
it right now, that would only fuel the ginger's rage. 


Instead, Izzy grabbed his paperboy cap, sunglasses, and leather jacket, climbing down the stairs, walking as fast 
as he could The house got smaller and smaller the further he went, his thoughts were muddled, and he 
wished for a cigarette. Right now, he needed the nicotine to fill his lungs. 


He could leave, grab the keys to his car and his things, get in the car and don't look back, let Axl deal with his 
problems alone. But.. the redhead wasn't alone anymore, inside him, his child was growing more with each 
passing day, he wanted to be there for Ben, witness his first words when he took his first steps, change his 
diaper and not sleep eight hours for the rest of his life, he couldn't be like his father, he swore he would be 
nothing like him. 


And he was only kidding himself; he was in love with Axl, always has been, but the arrival of Ben only serves 


to intensify what he already felt for him. When he quit the band, Izzy expected to start anew and forget 


everything related to Axl Rose, but the redhead found ways to make a permanent space in his heart. He loves 


him so much it scared him. 


lzzy walked towards the beach, let the feel of the sand beneath his feet, and the sound of the crashing waves 


against the land calm him and resolve his mind. 


His hand hurt, the throbbing pain being a reminder of the spat he had with Izzy. He made his way to the 
bathroom, turning the faucet on and letting the warm water of the shower help him relieve the sore in his 


back. 


If Izzy was gone for good, it was alright. He couldn't bear to have his heart broken a second time; he had to 
hurt the guitarist before Izzy did it. No matter how things were going to end, it was Ben and him against the 
world. He toyed with the idea of being with Izzy, play house, and pretend everything was in the past. 


He undeniably was an asshole, couldn't let go of the fame he gained for himself. Sometimes when he looked at 
Izzy, he couldn't stop feeling jealous and guilty of how things turned out, the brunet leaving him behind with 
the weight of the band they created together, of how Izzy was writing new songs without him while sharing 
the same roof, he couldn't let go of the betrayal. 


But he had to because he loves Izzy more than life itself, some part of him didn't want to burn the bridge 
again, Ben deserved to have both of his dads, to grow up surrounded with love, of not thinking he was an 
accident, a mistake. Almost immediately, he felt a tiny foot to his ribs, like if Ben was reassuring him that 
everything was going to be alright. 


After his shower, he went back to his room and picked some clothes. His stomach growled almost indignantly. It 
was late, and he probably missed breakfast. He settled for his ridiculous rose-patterned leggings; they were a 
little loose around his rounded hips and belly, a Led Zeppelin shirt that suspiciously smelled like Izzy that 
strained across his bump, and a red flannel shirt. 


Before going downstairs, Axl stopped in front of the nursery. The buckets of paint were still untouched, the 
crib remained in the box, and some furniture was already full to bursting with clothes. 


Izzy's bear rested on top of the changing table; the red bow was too bright in the beige room, like he was 
taunting him. He grabbed the bear and cuddled him, giving him a little comfort and trying to hold back the 
tears, but he couldn't shake the idea of not telling Izzy that he loves him; he would die for him if it was 


necessary. 


The sun was setting when Izzy made the walk back home. 


Home, he was amazed at his own thought, before it was just Axl's house, but now it was a home, the place 


where his child was going to grow up, any place was probably home to him now if Axl and Ben were there. 


Izzy pulled out the keys and got inside. The house was dark and silent; the brunets heart was racing against 
his ribcage, hoping that the singer didn't do anything stupid that could endanger him and his son. 


With a lump in his throat and clammy hands, the guitarist gripped the handrail tightly and made the trek 
upstairs; the door to his room was ajar and took that as an invitation, a slight breeze settled in the room, 


thankfully his guitar remained untouched in the corner, the shards of glass still lay scattered on the carpet. 


The redhead was on top of the bed, comforter wrapped around himself with his back towards the door. Izzy 
searched for his face. He was eating from a tub of chocolate ice cream, and he was dipping what appeared to 


be Cheetos. 


The guitarists mouth curved into a smile. Axl's eyes were rimmed-red, tear streaks in his cheeks, but to Izzy, 
the singer looked better than ever. He always loved his hair, the color, and how straight it was but now, he 
couldn't get enough of it, always shiny, soft, and thicker, his pale almost translucent skin dewy and warm. 


"Hey," stated Izzy, crouching in front of the redhead, tilting his chin to see those green eyes, and grabbed his 


snacks, leaving them aside on the bedside table; he wiped the tears and gave a half-smile, "I'm home." 


Axl sniffed and pounced Izzy, resting his forehead in the crook of the brunet's neck and wrapping his hands 


around him, Ben between them. 


The guitarist hugged him back and inhaled his scent; he smelled like cotton, vanilla, cinnamon, and something 
sweet. Izzy took the singer's hand in his own, looking at the red and raw skin of his knuckles, the taller man 


guided Axl into the bathroom and deposit him gently on the closed lid of the toilet. 


They hadn't spoken a word yet, and Izzy thought it wasn't required, the look in Axl's eyes speak for him, and 
the brunet hoped the warmth in his own brown eyes reflected the same. He grabbed a little first aid kit from 
under the sink and carefully looked after the ginger's wounds. 


'Izz.. l'm sorry," Axl broke the comfortable silence, his voice a whisper, Izzy opened his mouth, but the ginger 


put his pointer finger over the brunet's lips. 


"Let me finish, | want you to know that | love you goddamn it, and | don't care if you said it back or not, but | 
want you To know it. Jeffrey, I'm an asshole who doesn't deserve you; yes, | was fucking mad that you left, 
but how can | be so pissed at you when you're so happy working on other projects? | was acting like a selfish 


brat, and its ok if you don't come back to the band but.. stay with us" 


Axl swallowed and looked down at his sock-clad feet, the guitarist crouched to be at eye level with the singer 
and pulled him close, their foreheads pressing together, calloused hands cupped the back of his head. He could 
feel the warm breath of the brunet against his lips. 


"What matters right now is Ben and that we're here together; Yes, we fucked up but, we also have an entire 
lifetime to rebuild what we already have," Izzy grabbed the ginger's hand and put it in his chest where his 


heart was pumping steadily, "I'm not going anywhere." 


Izzy kissed his hand and helped him get up; going back to Izzy's bedroom, the brunet climbed on the bed and 
positioned Axl in between his legs. 


"Is that my shirt?" inquired Izzy, twirling a strand of red hair between his fingers, Axl nodded, and his cheeks 


flushed a lovely pink color, "You're gonna stretch it, is my favorite." 


Axl smacked him in the arm playfully. The redhead settled against the brunet's chest, but the two of them 


felt too alert to sleep soon. The ice cream was melting on the bedside table. 


March 1992. 


When Duff crossed the threshold of what would be Ben's room, he found the couple in each other's arms, lzzy 
was whispering, and the blond couldn't make out the words, just the movement of his lips; Axl giggled and 
placed a soft peck on the guitarists lips. 


He felt like he was intruding in a private moment, relief washed over him, now that the two of them fixed 
their relationship, it was the first time in months that the blond saw the singer so happy and calm, Duff 
cleared his throat audibly, and the pair turned his head to look at him. 


"You two are so adorable, but if | had to witness another make-out session, | might scream," Duff whined and 


grabbed the instruction sheet from the ground; assembling the crib has been a pain in the ass. 


Axl flipped him off and took a seat in the rocking chair they bought a couple of weeks ago. He winced and 


rearranged the pillow behind him. 


‘Im tired of this," whimpered the ginger and hid his face between his hands, "I want my body back, can't wait 
for this to be over." 


"lIl give you a foot rub later, ok?" Izzy placed a chaste kiss on top of his head; before sitting on the ground, 
where the parts of the crib laid scattered on the carpet, Duff flipped the instructions and reread them, feeling 


more lost and confused with every step. 


"Just two more months, you made it this far, the last part should be a cakewalk," Duff reassured him with a 
hand gesture, Axl got up and put a hand in the small of his back stretching until the bones popped and he 
sighed in relief. 


Its not unbearable, but he's doesn't have a lot of space left, and I'm ready to send him an eviction notice if 
Ben doesn't stop stretching. I'm leaving; | have an entire drawer of clothes to organize," Axl grabbed a couple 
of onesies from the drawers. Before exiting the room, he patted Izzy's hair and lean-to kiss the guitarist on 


top of his head. 


"You shouldn't even be here with the paint, get the fuck outta here," Duff joked playfully, shooing him, and 


that earned him a smack on the head. 


"Keep going like that and there will not be food for you, giraffe," Axl protested, but his mouth curved into a 


smile. 


The brunet shook his head and studied the parts of the crib, tossing them in frustration, he was a musician, 
not a damn engineer. Why was it so complicated to assemble the goddamn crib? Ben probably would end up 
sleeping with them; because Axl would be too scared to leave him alone in the room. The bed was big, and he 


didn't see any problem with his kid sleeping between them. 
"Can we expect a ring anytime in the future?" the blond questioned and smirked, wiggling his eyebrows. 
Duff had successfully assembled some parts, and the guitarist scoffed, annoyed. 


"| haven't even told him that I'm in love with him," the guitarist hissed and got up to close the door before Axl 


could hear them. 


Duff's eyes widened, laughing so hard his stomach hurt, but the bassist stopped when he took a glance at 
Izzy's death stare; he didn't know which one was worse, Axl or Izzy's. He just hoped that Ben didn't inherit that 
trait. 


"Are you serious, |22?" Duff leaned and looked at the guitarist dead in the eyes, expecting this to be a joke. 


"He says it so easily, like it's nothing, but | just haven't found the right time to say it," Izzy scratched his neck 
and let out a huff, abandoning the crib. 


"| don't know if you realized, but Axl makes it so easy because he genuinely loves you if having your child was 
not enough proof,” the blond shrugged, resting his hand underneath his chin, "Be sure he knows, it's important 


for Axl to feel loved, especially right now." 


Izzy nodded and went back to the crib; Duff had mostly everything assembled. He didn't know how the bassist 
did it, but he had to give him credit. When they finished the nursery, Axl almost cried; the ginger gently 
deposit the bear on the crib, it was ready for Ben and to be cuddled again. 


Later, after dinner, the brunet went to the kitchen, Axl was doing the dishes. He hugged the redhead from 
behind, careful of not hurting his already sensitive chest. He had already taken out his nipple piercing because 
it was pretty uncomfortable, constantly tingling and achy. 


"What's the matter with you?" inquired the redhead, wiping a plate with a rag. 


"Nothing, just missed you, Angel,” Izzy shrugged and held the ginger tighter, he thought about what Duff had 
said, he had no doubts, Izzy loves the ginger with all his heart, but he hadn't felt like it was the right time, 
Axl didn't question him and continue to wash the dishes. 


Once he was done, he let the brunet guide him to their bedroom, not before grabbing a cup filled with crushed 
ice, allowing the guitarist to give him a foot rub. Izzy felt like actions mattered more than a simple ‘I love you' 
but the blonde was right; Axl needed reassurance that he loves him no matter what, he needed to work on 


that. Meanwhile, he had his Angel close, and that was enough for him. 


| just wanna keep loving you 
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Izzy strummed his guitar. The familiar weight of it in his hands and lap was like an anchor. He stroked the 
strings and scribbled down on the notepad beside him; he glanced at Axl in the loveseat; the ginger was 
focusing on his little knitting project, giving the finishing touches to the quilt for Ben's crib, his round 
eyeglasses rested on the bridge of his nose, looking stupidly cute and Izzy felt himself falling in love all over 


again. 


He wanted to kiss his ridiculously handsome face; his Doctor advised the singer to try knitting something for 
the baby, it would help him, and Axl was thrilled to give his son something he made instead of buying 
something expensive. They weren't perfect, but on Izzy's birthday, the redhead gifted him a long red scarf and 


various beanies that he made, and his heart swelled adoringly. 


Axl took off his glasses and rested them on top of his head, rubbing at his tired eyes with the back of his 
hand. The redhead smiled at the guitarist; Izzy looked down at his guitar, embarrassed. 


"Stop looking at me like that," sneered the ginger, his voice deep and gentle; he got up from his place on the 
couch and waddled towards the guitarist, wrapping his hands around Izzy's neck, "What were you playing?" 


"You're just adorable, can't blame me. And it's just something I've been working on," the brunet grabbed Axl's 
hand and gives it a soft peck, "Why? does it sound good?" 


"Everything you do sounds good, and Ben seems to like it," he rested his head on top of the guitarists, the 
dreads tickling the soft skin of his cheek, immediately Izzy left the guitar and focused his attention on the 
redhead's belly. 


"He's going to be here soon," murmured Izzy and looked at the singer with a spark in his eyes; his belly button 
finally popped, protruding under the baggy t-shirts he wore. Izzy jokingly said it looked like a nipple, Axl didn't 


like it, and the brunet had to sleep on the couch for an entire week. 


"Don't even say it, | don't want to think about labor until I'm going through it, I'm scared, you're not the one 
pushing a seven pounds baby. 


‘I've been reading some books you bought, and | don't want to sound like an ass, but that shit's scary, maybe 
we can, you know, speed up the process. That book said something interesting," Izzy had a leer on his face, 
pinching one of the redhead's nipples, earning a breathy moan from the smaller man. Axl's eyes widened, and 


the poor singer looked scandalized at his reaction 


"Izzy! You horndog, | know what you are suggesting, don't even think about it, sex leads to early labor, also, 


thanks, my love, for remind me how scary labor is." 


"What can | say? | like you this way; it shows people who you belong to," Izzy's voice is low and husky. The 
brunet got up to hug the smaller man from behind, emphasizing his words with a thrust of his hips and biting 


at his earlobe; Axl's face reddened to a bright crimson color. 


It would be a lie to say that the redhead wasn't interested, but it would have to be later. The guitarist just 
laughed and put a strand of red hair behind Axl's ear. He loved his new curves and everything about the 
changes in his body. 


"Hey, | wanted to tell you something; | need to go back to Lafayette for two days, have to bring some of my 
stuff and tell mom the news," Izzy let go of the ginger, and the singer furrowed his brows, puzzled. 


"Jeffrey, I'm like two weeks away from birthing your child; you can't leave," Axl felt his heart drop to his 


stomach with worry. He didn't want to be alone so close to his due date. 


Izzy supposed all that preoccupation stemmed from what his doctor told him about an old wives tale, where 
she said that after his belly button popped, labor was near. 


"Your doctor said that due dates are not exact; Ben could come late. You can't travel Angel, and | already 
talked with Duff. He agreed to come and look after you," the redhead pouted, and Izzy just wanted to kiss him 
and make that frown disappear. 


"You better hurry and be in time, | can't do this alone," Izzy's heart ached and kissed the ginger's forehead. 


"I will, Angel, but | have other plans right now, we can go upstairs, and maybe you can help me with some 


songwriting, Izzy smirked and wiggled his finger, coaxing the ginger to follow him. 
Axl just rolled his eyes, pretending to be annoyed, but followed the brunet excitedly. 
Izzy left two days later, and the ginger tried not to freak out; it scared him shitless of going into labor 


anytime soon. Duff came with a small bag and a broad smile. The brunet told him that Axl just ate weird 
things and slept most of the day, so it should be easy. 


He was wrong. 
He shouldn't have trusted Izzy. 


Taking care of Axl before he got pregnant was difficult but, taking care of a pregnant Axl was a nightmare; he 
got up at the oddest hours of the night. 


He slept mostly through the day, but at night he was wide awake, nesting like crazy, he washed every single 
piece of clothes Axl had, his entire wardrobe, Izzy's, Ben's onesies, even the clothes he brought from home, 


and all the comforters. It was maddening. 


He would clean every shelve, nook, cranny, and surface he could find until he would take a nap on the couch, 
ordered Duff around to rearrange the furniture until the redhead was satisfied, moved boxes until the entire 
house was safe for his baby. 


Izzy must really love him if he had to put up with this. Axl would eat some weird shit that sometimes made 
the blond gag where Duff had to draw a line was when he witnessed the ginger eating a peanut butter and 


pickles sandwich. 


But the ginger enjoys it so. Who he was to judge? The only peaceful time where he could get some peace was 
when the redhead knitted; Duff felt so relaxed he could fall asleep. 


Only to be awoken again to the sound of the singer pacing around the living room, Duff whimpered and rested 
his head on the couch. 


"Ax, what are you doing?" Duff begged, and the ginger turned to see him; the pink t-shirt he was wearing slide 


down his shoulder, revealing a suspicious hickey in his pale and creamy skin 


"You know, just walking, speeding the process, getting things moving," the ginger cradled his belly and kept 
pacing. 


"You're not in labor, are you?" Duff just wanted to sleep a good eight hours without having to wake up in the 
middle of the night. 


"No, dumbass, If | was, | would tell you" Axl rolled his eyes and took a sit on the couch, huffing, finally tired. 


Duff forgot the particular incident when he found the redhead playing with himself, the blond heard a breathy 
moan and checked on the singer; he regrets it immediately; he closed the door and couldn't look at the singer in 


the eyes the next day. 


When Izzy came back, Duff deposited the brunet's precious cargo in his arms and was out of the house. The 
baby probably would be easier to take care of. The guitarist kissed Axl on the lips; he was finally home, and 
the ginger felt like he could breathe in peace. 


The first time Axl walked to the Doctor's office, he was alone and had wished for Izzy to be there and hold his 
hand; at that moment, the future was so uncertain, the ginger couldn't help but look back at those moments 
with bitterness. 


But now, Izzy was there, sitting in the same plastic vinyl chairs, reading from a magazine, his brows furrowed 


and his eyes hold a pensive look, while he passed through the pages. 


A nurse called his name, and the guitarist was immediately on his feet to help him get up, a steady hand 
always on the small of his back Izzy's presence was soothing, an ever-present peace to his loud mind, and he 
was grateful for him. 


The singer took a seat at the examination table; it was his 38th-week checkup, and he better made himself 
comfortable. Two more weeks and his bundle of joy should be here. It was a terrifying thought, but it also 
filled him with relief. 

He was tired of the itchy and stretched skin of his abdomen, the swollen feet, and the frequent runs to the 
bathroom. Izzy remained close to him, his stormy hawk-like eyes never leaving him; his doctor arrived with a 


smile, her short salt and pepper colored hair combed in an elegant style. 


"38 weeks, can you believe it? | remember the first time you walk to my office, you were so shy, anyway it's 


getting pretty crowded inside," Dr. Sylvia patted his belly and instructed him to lay down. 


She washed her hands and uncovered his belly, assessing him, adding pressure to his tummy making his baby 


squirm. 

"Tell me if it hurts, and I'm sorry little bean, we're roughing you up." 

"No, don't feel any pain" Axl peered down to look at the older woman. 

Dr. Sylvia's smile was that of a concerned grandmother. That's why Axl choose her to be his ob-gyn; she was 
excellent at her job, always reassuring the singer when he had doubts and making sure they took care of him. 


She made an approving sound and took out a tape measure from her lab coat. 


| can tell you without the need of an ultrasound; that your baby finally dropped. He's pretty low and maybe 


entering birth canal pretty soon, | won't be surprised if we see you earlier than planned." 


"But its too soon, | have like two weeks left," Axl propped himself up on his elbows, his eyebrows rose. 


"Won't that be a problem?" inquired Izzy. His pupils were dilated and his eyes widened. 


"No, not at all. The baby is at full term, and it won't be an issue; someone is eager to enter the world,” Sylvia 


smiled again, but this time Axl and Izzy don't feel relieved. 


Axl had the ultrasound, and they listen to Ben's heartbeat. His doctor advised him to be alert if his practice 
contractions got worse and add vitamin E oil to his supplements if his skin got too itchy. Back in the car, the 
redhead swallowed and gawked at the brunet. 


It might be wishful thinking, but | hoped Ben inherited your punctuality," Izzy laughed nervously and put the 
key in the ignition The redhead felt too panicky to even retort at his boyfriend. 


Back home, they tried to watch a movie but halfway through. The redhead fell asleep, his head against Izzy's 
shoulder. The guitarist felt too jittery to sleep anytime soon. 


One thing was helping his Angel throughout his pregnancy and the other to finally be a dad. It terrified him to 
fucked up and not only fail Axl but his son; he shook his head and buried that thought deep in his mind. Right 


now, Axl needed him to be strong. 


Before, the redhead was bursting with energy, but now everything he did was sleep, eat, knit, and go to the 
bathroom. In the night, he tossed and turned, uncomfortable and unable to sleep. 


Axl was kind enough to get out of the bed and sleep in his old room, but Izzy felt guilty. The ginger understood 
that if the two of them were sleep-deprived, the results would be catastrophic, they endured it together, the 


brunet would rub soothing circles in his sore back and bring him his crushed ice. 


Sleepless nights and anxiety-inducing days bleeding into each other where time didn't matter, Izzy would make 
dinner, wash the clothes for the umpteenth time while his Angel knitted. Every time the singer got up in the 
middle of the night to use the toilet, the brunet would get up frantically to check up on him, the ginger would 


reassure him he was ok. 


The baby would pick the most inconvenient time to enter the world; two days before his due date, Izzy had to 
go to the studio, his new aloum was coming up nicely. It just needed some finishing touches before sending it 


to Copenhagen, while the redhead stayed at home, too tired to get up, so the guitarist left him to rest. 


Something woke Axl from his nap, at first, he didn't know what disturbed his sleep, but there it was, an 
unfamiliar cramp rolling through his belly, stronger than his practice contractions, changing positions, to ease 


his aching back, but the pain didn't subside. 


Just in case, he starts timing them, this time his belly tightened and was hard to the touch, he tried not to 


panic and instead focused on his breathing, as they said in the books. 


Unable to go back to sleep, the redhead got up and washed the dishes, glancing often at the clock perched on 
the wall, after twenty minutes of annoying pain, Axl finally called Izzy, panicking, his hospital bag was already 
packed, waiting dutifully by the door. 


The second contraction happened twenty minutes later, followed by the third, then the fourth, and so on and 


on... 


Izzy promised him he was on his way and should be there in 5 minutes; I5 minutes later, the brunet busted 
through the door, sweating profusely and panting. The singer was on the couch, his cheeks flushed and 
breathing heavily through his nose. 


"You said 5 minutes, Isbell," Axl's voice was breathy, and he crossed his arms across his chest in annoyance. 


"Traffic was terrible, | drove as fast as | could, love" Izzy peered at him as the redhead scrunched his face, 
he grabbed the guitarist's wrist and gripped it tightly, it hurt him to see his Angel in so much pain, the singer 
hid his face in Izzy's chest as the contraction peaked. "Let's get you to the hospital, babe, everything's going to 
be alright" 


Izzy didn't want the singer to notice that he was scared shitless, but he couldn't imagine what Axl was going 
through. The taller man guides him to the car and gently deposits him in the passenger seat, dumping the bag 
in the back The brunet focuses on driving safely to the hospital, Axl would often reach for Izzy's hand, firmly 
gripping it and biting his bottom lip, cursing softly. 


They arrived at the hospital and immediately gave them a room while they reached for Dr. Sylvia; the 
contractions were making him nauseous, and Axl felt like puking; it didn't surprise him when he emptied his 


stomach, ruining his gown Izzy helped him change. The singer felt the tears forming in his eyes. 


Izzy was by his side, not wanting to leave. Holding his hand and putting his long hair in a low ponytail so his hair 
wouldn't splay in the pillow, he kissed Axl's sweaty forehead. 


"Listen carefully Isbell, you're not letting that cock of yours anywhere near me," the singer was breathing 


heavily through his nose, "I'm never having another baby with you." 


The guitarist nodded. He understood his Angel was in so much pain, physically and mentally, it scared him to 
end up like the father figures he had in his life, to fuck up the only good thing that happened to him. Soon 
enough, the redhead was shaking with sobs, and Izzy shushed him. 


‘Iz... l-I | really wish that my mom was here" Axl turned to look at his boyfriend, and his eyes were glistening 


with tears. Izzy felt his heart drop to his stomach; he held the redhead tighter and kissed the top of his head. 


After soothing his boyfriend, the brunet called Duff to let him know Axl was in labor; the bassist shrieked and 
told Izzy to call him as soon as the baby arrived. Dr. Sylvia was checking up on Axl often. The ginger paled 
when his water broke, and the doctor told him he could start pushing. 


Everything went in a haze, Izzy almost fainted when the ginger started pushing and if he wasn't in so much 


pain, the singer would've laughed. 


On the 2lst of May 1992, after a long hard push and 30 minutes of labor, Benjamin Michael Rose-Isbell was 
born. Izzy touched him for a fleeting second. He could only see his red face and brown, light hair on top of his 


head. 


They immediately put him on Axl's chest to give him skin on skin contact. The redhead couldn't hear the 


frantic nurses speaking; his only focus was on his son crying his lungs out. 
The guitarist almost fainted again when the nurses handed him the scissors to cut the umbilical cord. 


Axl mustered the energy to hold his son close to his chest, keeping him safe. Ben was beautiful; he couldn't 
believe how tiny he was; soft skin red and wrinkly, but to the ginger, he was perfect, he could already see the 


wisps of brown hair, and when Ben opened his eyes for a smidge, it surprised him to see they were green 


He counted his fingers, watching his chubby little legs move, Ben definitely had Izzy's hair and nose nestled 
between his soft, chubby, high cheekbones, just like Axl; the nurses swaddled him in a pale blue blanket after 
they weight him. 


The singer traced that perfect nose and held his tiny hand, counting his perfect little fingers, Ben settled on 
his chest, already falling asleep with Axl's heartbeat, he was fucking exhausted, but he looked at his son with 


adoration. 


Izzy was by his side, a Polaroid camera in his hands and snapping pictures of the two of them, if Axl wasn't 
so tired he would complain that he wasn't camera ready. The brunet sits beside him, admiring his son, so small 
but so perfect, he caressed Ben's chubby and soft cheek with his thumb and he melted at the sight of the 
bundle of joy. 


"Can't believe you made him, you're amazing," Izzy murmured and kissed the singer deeply, he couldn't contain 
the tears, Axl handed him his son, helping him to cradle his baby, supporting his head, Izzy held him like if he 


was made of glass and could break at any minute. 


Ben was only in the world for a couple of minutes but the guitarist felt like he could die for him, he was 


enamored with his little boy. 


After nine months, his baby was finally here, and although he was terrified to fuck it up along the way, right 
now it didn't matter, because Ben was safely in his father's arm, lzzy cradling him protectively against his 


chest. 


Duff arrived later, the redhead looked like a mess, but the bassist didn't mind, when he saw Ben, the three of 
them cried again, but cried extra hard when the taller man heard the little boy's middle name, the baby looked 


terribly small in the bassist's hands. 


"He's so cute and adorable, can't believe he came out from you," Duff said with an amusing smile and if the 
taller man wasn't holding his son, he would've thrown a pillow at him, Ben got restless and in no time he was 


crying, Duff looked terrified at the singer and Izzy took his son from his friend hands. 


"He's probably hungry, aren't you, little bean?" Izzy cooed, and Duff raised his eyebrows, this was the same 
man who would piss in planes and sold drugs back then, he laughed and shook his head, "He just wants his 


daddy, he has all the food” 


"Look at you, bad boy Izzy Stradlin is a natural dad," the blond laughed clutching his chest, Izzy just shook his 


head and smiled. 


Axl was handed his baby, and almost instinctively went to open his gown but stopped, his cheeks flushed with 
embarrassment, ever since he started truly showing no one had seen him without a hoodie or a t-shirt, only 


Izzy had seen him shirtless, Duff understood and nodded. 


"lIl go to the cafeteria; you guys want anything?" Inquired the blond almost halfway out of the room, "I'll bring 
you a sandwich, Ax-" 


He gave the couple a thumbs up and he was gone, Axl put his son near his chest and Ben latched to a nipple. 
He scrunched his nose and Izzy was by his side. 


“Something wrong?" the guitarist inquired; his voice full of worry. 
"No, it just feels weird, it's going to be hard getting used to this," shrugged the singer and Ben whimpered. 


Duff stayed for a couple of hours; he was more than down to babysit when the couple needed some time 


alone. The blond left when Axl nodded, Ben fast asleep on his chest. 


Izzy took the little boy from his boyfriend and held him close, his nose on top of Ben's soft head, inhaling that 
sweet newborn scent, he wished to bottle it up and keep it forever, his body was warm and soft, the singer 
was looking at both of them sleepily but adoringly, Ben looked like his father and Axl couldn't wait to teach his 


son new things to show him how great Izzy is. 


The guitarist sat at the edge of the bed, his son grabbed his finger with his tiny hand, he thought about the 
previous months, of how determined he was of not being involved in Ben's life, but seeing his little bean in the 


safety of his arms, he wouldn't trade it for anything. 


"He's perfect, babe," murmured the guitarist, not looking to see if Axl was awake or not, "You're so strong, 


more than you could ever know, give yourself some credit, Bill, you're gonna be an amazing dad" 


He finally looked in the singer's direction, with his red hair splayed in the white fluffy pillow like a halo, he 
resembled an Angel from an obscure painting; he was asleep, his chests rising and falling in a calm rhythm, his 


face soft and calm. 
"He also has you as a dad, that makes it better." Axl's eyes were droopy, drunk with sleep and exhaustion 


Izzy's lips curled into a half-smile, he would let the redhead sleep and not bother him until Ben needed to eat 
again He positioned the little boy in the clear plastic bassinet beside the bed, he should sleep for a little while, 
but, he couldn't take his eyes off his little perfect family, fearing that at any moment the dream would end 


and he will wake up alone. 


Epilogue 
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They had to stay for two more days at the hospital to make sure everything was in order; the nurses taught 
them how to bathe the baby and swaddle him correctly. Axl was eager to get out and go back home. 


As soon as his doctor discharged him, they were out. Izzy waited for them with a car seat at the hospital 
entrance and helps them settle down. 


Back home, Izzy moved the crib to their room so Axl could monitor the baby while he napped, some of their 
acquaintances send bouquets that littered the living room. The pungent scent filled the house and made the 


ginger scrunched up his nose. 


Ben wasn't a difficult baby; he was like a doll, and Axl couldn't get enough of him, trying different onesies on 


him and always looking at him lovingly, Ben would be a mama's boy. 


When his son would open his eyes, his green orbs would look at him sleepily, and the ginger would melt at the 


sight of them. The redhead predicted that within the weeks, they would change, but that didn't happen. 


The first week went smoothly as his son was adapting to the more regular feedings. Most of the time, Ben 
would sleep and cry for food or change his diaper. The singer was grateful to fit in his old clothes; he still had 
problems buttoning his jeans. But at least he could use his old t-shirts, and it was enough; when they were at 


the hospital, they watched as his belly deflated almost comically before their eyes. 


All those sleepless nights and all the pain the redhead had to endure was worth it, to have Ben against his 
chest, his big doe-like green eyes staring at him with wonder and curiosity. He regretted nothing and hoped 
that Izzy thought the same. 


But the guitarist couldn't shake the feeling of not being enough for them. He would look at the way Axl's eyes 
gleamed when he held his baby. Sometimes insecurities made themselves present, and one evening he 


approached his boyfriend with his doubts and concerns. 


"What if | fail you" Axl was clearing the table, Ben slept in the crib near the living room. The soft music of the 
radio filled the room and did little to ease the anxiety and nervousness in his chest. 


The singer left the plates in the sink and turned to address his boyfriend, his concerns were valid, but he saw 
nothing imperfect about Izzy, the way he would hold Ben and caressed his soft cheeks, and how he talks to him 
even though his baby couldn't understand him, he was already a great dad. 


"Look, Jeff, OF course, we're gonna make some mistakes, there's not a handbook on how to be the perfect 
parent, but look at Ben, he adores you, he just needs to hear your voice, and he lights up, looking at you like 
you hold the secrets to the universe." 


Izzy looked down, toying with the napkin; the redhead approached his guitarist and tilted his chin so he could 
look at him when the brunet faced his boyfriend, those green orbs looked at him with pure love and adoration, 
Izzy felt he could drown in the green like a sea of his boyfriend's eyes. 


The guitarist wrapped his hands around the ginger's waist, burying his face in the warmth of his belly, feeling 
more tranquil. Ben whimpered from his crib, and the brunet was already on his feet to attend to his son. He 


could do this; he would be a good father and example for his baby boy. 


Slash and Duff came to visit. The curly-haired man was awkward around the baby in his arms, but Duff 
immediately instructed him how to cradle him correctly. The singer watched anxiously as his friends handle his 
son; Izzy was always close to keep his concerns at bay, constantly present and ready to snap a picture for his 
mom so she could meet his grandchild. He promised her to send a lot and visit soon when Axl and Ben felt 


ready to travel. 


"Who would believe that you two could make cute babies," Slash said with a grin on his plump lips, and Izzy 


nudge him with more force that is necessary, "You guys should have had babies sooner. 


"He's as handsome as his dads, now, who's your favorite uncle, Benny," cooed Duff cradling the baby in his big 


hands. 


lm gonna be the cooler uncle, McKagan," hissed the curly-haired guitarist, offering his pointer finger so Ben 


could grip it with his tiny hand. 


"Yeah right, I'm not letting you take care of my son until he's I8" Axl took his baby from Duff's hands and held 


him against his chest. The distinctive smell of the newborn calmed his rising anxiety. 


Before they left, Duff cornered the guitarist at the entrance, concerned in those brown eyes. He licked his lips 
and crossed his arms around himself; he was beyond happy for his friends, but something told him that the 
brunet was still struggling with his feelings. 


"Have you told him?" inquired the blond, and Izzy didn't have to ask to know what he meant; unable to answer 


and look at the bassist in the eyes, he just shook his head and bit his bottom lip, “Izzy, l'm sure he knows but 


tell him, don't fuck it up." 


The brunet noticed the caution in the blond's voice. Izzy understood the overprotectiveness of his bandmate 


over his boyfriend. He was there when the guitarist was too confused to take responsibility. 


He loves Axl, no doubt about that. He needs to tell him, to let him know how much he matters to him and how 
lost he'll be without him. Better said than done. Maybe in the depths of his mind, he was still scared of getting 
his feelings hurt once again. It was a stupid and irrational feeling. He would never doubt the singer, especially 
when he would look at his boyfriend with adoration like he hung up the stars, the moon, and the sun so his son 
could see them. 


He had to do it before he regretted it. 


Before they knew, Ben was six weeks old, and Axl didn't want his little one to grow up so fast. The first time 


he smiled all toothless, the ginger cried, holding him close to his chest. 


They went for his checkup, and his son's pediatrician, Dr. Miller, praised them for their excellent work on 


parenting and achieving the milestones. To say that Axl was proud was an understatement. 


It was a surprise to both of them, but they expected it. The couple was very attentive to his needs, and Ben 


never lacked affection or love; he was a happy baby, and it showed. 


She advised them to keep talking and singing to him, Axl's eyes gleamed, and Izzy would often find the redhead 
singing to his son in all kinds of different voices to make him smile and laugh. He never tries to see him smile. 


The brunet knew that before Ben was born, he would do it when no one was watching. Especially in the shower. 


Ben was also recognizing faces, and Izzy found it adorable that every time Axl entered the room, Ben would 
smile and coo at the redhead, making grabby hands at him. He was a total mama's boy, but Izzy wasn't that 
far behind. 


Izzy, like the bassist said, was a natural dad. He would watch Ben and play the guitar when he had tummy time 
in his little jungle Jim, hoping that his son recognized the sound. 


His baby would coo, and Izzy smiled at him, peppering kisses on his chubby cheeks until he was giggling in his 
lap. He also loved talking to him like he was another adult, and the ginger would laugh at him, the guitarist 
would strap him to his chest and take him wherever they went, Ben had both of his dads wrapped around his 
little and chubby fingers. 


After getting some groceries, Izzy arrived, the lights on the living room were dimmed, he couldn't hear the T. 
V or radio upstairs. He climbed the stairs. As predicted, Axl was in their bedroom with the sweet-smelling 
bundle of cuteness in his arms, they were facing the window, and the redhead was singing softly. 


Izzy remained at the entrance, watching the scene in front of him. To always remember what he was fighting 
for. He thought Axl was speaking to his son, but he was singing softly, it was an Elton John song, and the 
brunet wasn't surprised. He smiled while listening to his boyfriend. 


‘Hold me closer, tiny dancer 
Count the headlights on the highway 
Lay me down in sheets of linen 

You had a busy day today 

Hold me closer, tiny dancer" 
He loved the way Axl would sing to their baby; at this point, he had to be honest, he loved everything about 
the redhead. His deep and angelical voice that without a doubt would lull Ben to sleep, he was used to his dad's 
voice from when he was inside him. It soothed him. 
He found it endearing how his voice and even his heartbeat would calm their son, and he looked at Axl like he 
was magic, sometimes all Izzy had to do when Ben fussed was to deposit him gently in the redhead's arms and 
his son would calm down almost immediately. 
Axl turned around to find Izzy, and he beamed, his pink lips curving adorably. The brunet approached them and 
peered down at his son; he felt proud and utterly in love with his singer; he caressed the ginger's cheek, and 


Axl cuddled against his hand, closing his eyes and relishing this moment. 


"We do make cute babies, Billy," mumbled the guitarist, softly so he wouldn't wake his son. He petted the cute 


wisps of soft brown hair. 
"Yeah we do, l'm considering keeping you around here," Axl giggled and Izzy's eyebrows raised comically. 


"Then | should consider myself lucky, | don't have any problem with donating my sperm," the ginger smacked 


his arm, and it was Izzy's turn to laugh "Would you want another one, give Ben a little brother or sister?" 


Axl whimpered and went to the bed, where he stacked a bunch of pillows around his son before laying him 
down with him, Izzy followed him, getting on his side of the bed without breaking eye contact with the ginger. 


"| don't know, let me recover from this, Jeff, ask me again in five years," Axl covered his eyes with his 


forearm. 


Izzy wouldn't mind having another one. Maybe this time they could have a little girl to spoil. He had plenty of 


love to give if Axl and he had more kids, the more the merrier. 


They remained in silence, listening to Ben's even breathing. The little boy was kicking his feet and Izzy put a 
hand on his tummy and sighed, swallowing audibly. 


"Are we getting that old?" asked Axl and turned to glance at the brunet. His voice was just a murmur in the 


peace and quiet of the night. 


"We just turned 30, we're not that old, don't be dramatic, but hey is that a wrinkle?" Izzy laughed 
mischievously and Ben turned to look at his dad, grinning with his toothless gums. The brunet kissed his cheek 
and Axl rolled his eyes and turned away from his boyfriend, faking annoyance. 


| need to tell you something, Billy "uttered the guitarist, when they fell into a comfortable silence, without 
leaving his sight from his baby. 


Axl turned quickly to look at him, Izzy could see the shadow of his red stubble over his strong jaw, his green 
eyes widened and the taller man found it amusing. 


"| don't know if you noticed it, but I'm head over heels for you, Axl Rose". 


He looked around at their room and how little by little Axl's clothes ended up in his closet, how he could find 
his toiletries in their shared bathroom, his books in the bookshelf, and his vinyl's next to the redheads. The 
familiar way that their bodies still fitted together. Izzy felt that no matter what happened, he would always 
find his way back to the ginger. 


"In the last six months, you made me the happiest man alive, not only did you give me the cutest and most 
adorable baby, but you're probably the best thing that happened to me besides Ben, of course, and | mean it. | 
love you, I'm in love with you, and you got me acting like a fool; | catch myself drooling every time | get to 
wake up next to you, Billy. | think you're amazing, and you ruined everyone else for me, and it's fine because | 


don't want anyone else but you, and know that I'm over this, | would repeat it over and over again" 


He closed his eyes and released a shaky breath; it brought him back to reality when he heard Axl's sobs; his 
moods were still everywhere, and Izzy's sure if those were sad or happy tears. It unnerved him not knowing 
what they meant; the redhead got out of bed and was by his side looking directly to the brunet, he reached 
and grabbed the guitarists face with both of his hands. 


"| love you, Billy, | love you so goddamn much, I'm afraid | might die for you now, | could do anything for you, 


but please just.. keep loving me love me as | do you." 


"Fuc.. fudge |zz, | thought you were leaving or something, don't scare me like that," Izzy laughed at how Axl 
tried to cut down the swear words in front of Benjamin "You're a moron, but there's no doubt that you're my 
moron, | love you so much and there's no word to describe how | feel every time you walk into the room; you 


make me feel loved, wanted, happy.” 


Axl caressed his cheeks and kissed him sweetly "I love you today, tomorrow, next week, and year until | die, 


then I'll keep loving you in the afterlife" 


Izzy wrapped his arms around his waist, holding him close and relishing in his warm body, Axl looked at him 
with glistening eyes and the brunet felt at peace. The past didn't matter, all he could focus on was the future, 
he captured the redhead's lips in his own, biting at the bottom lip. 


On the bed Ben whimpered and before the ginger would pick him up, he gave Izzy a soft peck; Axl picked up and 
kissed his baby, Ben giggled and tried to kiss his dad with too much spit involved but it didn't matter, it was 
worth it. 


"My sweet baby boy is kissing me back, aren't you? How about you give your daddy a kiss too" Axl cooed and 
brought his baby closer to Izzy and the little boy reached to grab his dad's face giving him a spit coating kiss, 
Ben giggled and cuddle closer to the brunet "Remember when you told me you would do anything for me?" 


The brunet nodded. But he was too scared for what was coming next. The redhead smiled mischievously and 


arched his eyebrows. 


"If you love me so much you could get up and change your son's diaper," Axl laughed and handed his baby to 
the guitarist. 


"Axl Rose," Izzy shook his head and got up to change his son before he started crying "You're lucky | love you" 
"Love you too, babe," replied the singer with a giggle and covering himself with the comforter. 


Izzy couldn't believe how much his life changed, but he was truly happy, the happiest he's ever been in years 
before the future looked uncertain, he didn't know what to do with his life, but looking down to see his son and 
those green eyes, everything seemed to fall into place. 


He couldn't imagine a life without Ben and Axl, he was ready for what was coming next of what life had in 
store for his little family, back in their shared room, he laid down with Ben in his chest, Axl intertwined his 


hand in Izzy's and cuddle closer to him. 


The redhead felt like a wave washed over him, after so many years being in the dark, he felt a strong force 
gripping him and bringing light to his life, he thanked whatever deity under the sun for his luck, for having Izzy 
and Ben in his life. 


Axl started t nod off before he fell asleep completely and the brunet let sleep overcome him, a calmness filling 


the room and a smile on his lips. He gave Ben a kiss on top of his head before closing his eyes. 


The redhead knew that one day he would celebrate the day he fell in love with Izzy Stradlin, only to realize it 


was that day, this moment, with his son sleeping with them and happiness he couldn't contain 
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When Izzy arrived at their house, no one was in the living room to greet him, not even the smell of food 
wafting around. It didn't concern him. Lately, the redhead was exhausted; he probably went to take a nap. They 


could order takeout later, depending on whatever Axl was craving tonight. 


After a tiring day at the studio, all Izzy wanted was a warm bath, cuddle his boyfriend, a nice meal and watch 
a movie later. The door to their shared room was ajar, and Izzy stopped dead in his tracks when he hears it, a 
breathy moan that sent a rush of blood to his prick; the guitarist walked softly and opened the door, expecting 
everything but the scene right in front of him. 


Axl over the soft duvet, black biker shorts pooled around his slender milky ankles. Copper hair like a halo 
against the white pillow, his head thrown back, thighs spread so invitingly and with a hand wrapped around his 
red, aching cock; while his fingers disappeared inside his wet cunt, thrusting his finger in and out with a slow 


pace. 


His swollen belly heaved with every labored breath he took; Izzy swallowed. He didn't want to disturb his 
boyfriend but gave a faint knock. The redhead's eyes narrowed as Izzy entered the room, smirked at him, and 


crossed his arms. 


"Fuck, Izz, was so close," Axl whimpered like a pained puppy hiding his face in the crook of his arm while pulling 
his fingers out with an obscene squelch. He wiped his hands on the baggy shirt he wore. 


"Couldn't wait for daddy to get home?" Izzy scoffed as he made his way to the edge of the bed, where he 
could see the glistening folds of the redhead's pussy. Axl's eyes grow darker with lust when he heard that 
word, only reserved for special occasions. When the singer felt vulnerable and horny like right now, it was the 


perfect opportunity to use it. 


"I tried, Daddy, but | was all alone in this house. You were gone for too long," the singer got up carefully, one 


hand on the underside of his belly, careful to not hurt their son. 


The redhead was six months along and looked absolutely stunning, his coppery hair soft and shiny, his skin 
dewy, hips a little wider, ass round, perfect, his chest slightly soft, how Izzy loved to knead the creamy flesh 
there. 


Izzy splayed his hand on his tummy, feeling his son kicking behind it. The singer wrapped his arms around his 
neck and captured his lips in a heated kiss. Someone was desperate tonight, and Izzy loved the surge in his sex 


drive. 


"Fuck, baby, you're so beautiful like this, swollen and round with my child," Izzy seized up his boyfriend, the 
redhead immediately pawed at the shirt he wore, pulling it over his head. That pink mouth was on his chest, 
nipping at his nipples, leaving them red and bitten 


The brunet gently positioned his boyfriend on the bed, a pillow on his hips and behind his head. Izzy parts his 
soft thighs, Axl quickly closed his legs, blushing, putting a hand between them. 


"C'mon, baby, lemme see, don't get shy on me," Izzy's pink tongue darts over his bottom lip. He's already 
tenting his pants; Axl curls his toes as he glanced at the brunet. 


"Is embarrassing, Stradlin," whined the redhead, covering his face. 


"None of that, darlin," the brunet leans and parts his thighs again, biting the pale skin enough to make the 
singer moan. He goes past his heavy, leaking cock, pushing his legs over Izzy's shoulders; he's so wet and 


desperate, the sight makes Izzy's blood run south, leaving him dizzy. 


Izzy gave a tentative lick to his folds. His smell differed from before he was pregnant, more pungent and 
mouthwatering. Axl gave an appreciative moan, and the guitarist took that as an encouragement to kiss his 
pussy. It was like a ripe fruit, red and swollen, lapping at it with his tongue. The singer's breath was labored 
and heavy; his tummy obscured the view but, he didn't need to see what his boyfriend was doing. 


'Izz.. please" his voice was husky, needy. Just like the brunet liked it, "Izz.. daddy please... 


"Wanna see you come before | give you what you want, baby, take the edge off, you seemed very into it when 
| arrived," the guitarist replaces his tongue with his fingers, getting them inside, it's wet and warm, he can't 


wait to get his cock inside; he fucks him with his fingers slowly. 


The redhead gave a loud moan before he came, the guitarists chin wet with his slick, Izzy felt proud only he 
could see this beautiful creature so vulnerable and completely wrecked underneath him, he massaged his soft 
thigh. Izzy gets off the bed, Axl's legs sliding on the mattress. He watched as his boyfriend strips, tossing his 


jeans, boxers on the ground, the socks stay on 


How couldn't he give his boyfriend what he wanted when the redhead begged so beautifully? He glanced at the 
redhead splayed on the bed, still coming back from his orgasm. His cock felt impossibly hard, the singer 
whimpered; Izzy climbed back onto the bed. 


"lm gonna fuck you, tell me what you want, mama," Izzy's voice was a mere growl, and deep just enough to 
make the redhead shiver under him. 


"Wanna ride you, make you feel really good," Axl propped himself on his elbows, green blueish eyes lidded, pink 
lips glossy and parted. Izzy helped him get up and climb on top of him, careful not to put any pressure on his 


tummy. It was getting harder to maneuver around with his ever-growing bump. 


Izzy couldn't get enough of his beauty. He didn't want to admit it, but he felt a wave of possessiveness every 
time he looked at him. Axl belonged to the crowds of people who adored him; in the privacy of their home, the 
redhead was his, to love, to fuck, and wreck. That body, that perfect hair, and above all, that kid inside of him, 
it all belonged to Izzy. 


Axl sinks slowly until the brunet's thick cock was fully seated inside him. His swollen belly grazed the brunet's 
flat one. Izzy felt delirious surrounded by his boyfriend's tight and warm heat, both moaned, and without 
hesitation, the redhead started bouncing on Izzy's shaft, one hand teased his sensitive nipples. His ring had to 
come off a couple of months ago. 


The singer's chest was too sensitive, and now it only took his clothes rubbing him in the wrong way to have 
him wet and squirming. Izzy met every bounce with the thrust of his hips, his slender fingers wrapped around 
the redhead's leaking cock 


His thighs were quivering, and Axl throws his head back, exposing his milky, long neck. The brunet wanted to 
bite it and leave his mark, to remind everyone he belonged to Izzy aside from the undeniable fact that Axl was 


carrying his child. 
"You're so good to me, baby, taking my cock so well," panted the brunet, and Axl moaned obscenely and needy. 


"All for you, daddy, want to give you everything," Axl panted, and a bead of sweat rolled down his forehead; 
the brunet put his hand on his tummy, a thumb caressing his stretched skin. His son squirmed inside his 
home, almost like he was mad that mama interrupted his nap. 


"You're so perfect, baby," Izzy knew how important is to praise Axl; all his childhood he spent thinking he was 
never enough, the praise he received from the few critics and his fans couldn't compare to what the brunet 


had to say. 


Izzy felt the singer spasm around his member, and soon enough, the redhead was spilling his seed in the 
brunet's hand; he wasn't that far, and the sensation sends him over the edge. His cock throbbing deep inside 
his boyfriend and Axl bounced a couple of times, milking every drop that Izzy offered. 


He felt Izzy's warmth spent filling him up; he gave a faint laugh. That was what got them in this situation; Izzy 
looked at him with a glint in his eyes. Axl could drown in that Bambi brown sea, felt thoroughly enamored with 
his guitarist. 


The brunet helped him lay down beside him, could see his cum ran down his thighs. Axl reached for a pillow 
and put it under his hips. His breathing regained its composure, and Izzy grabbed his t-shirt, cleaning Axl's 
cooling down seed from his belly. He scoots closer to him, wrapped his arms around his soft pillowy hips, 
inhaling that distinctive aroma that he associated with home. 


"You ok, babe?" asked Izzy and stroked his red hair, bringing his nose close to the soft strands. The singer 


purred, exhausted, almost on the verge of falling asleep. 


"Yeah, sure, wanted to take a nap and woke up so horny it was ridiculous," Axl exhaled and cuddled closer to 
his boyfriend, "Sorry, my love, | didn't make dinner, maybe we could order some takeout, your son's been 


craving some Chinese." 


Axl smirked and looked for his shorts; Izzy looked at him with a small smile. He never imagines his life to be 


this way. He didn't mind coming home to a scene like that one. 


"fm so in love with you." Izzy wanted to say, but he just smiled at the redhead. The guitarist got up, and his 


stomach growled when he heard his singer on the phone and the promise of food. 


